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“you! EGBERT!” GASPED ADA. 


A TARDY CONFESSION. 





(A NOVELETTE,] 


CHAPTER I. 
A BROTHER'S CHARGE, 


Srx o'clock, and the heavy fog which had 
enveloped London {n semi-darknesa during the 
day wasstill making Iteelf visible, creeping {n at 
every crevice of the door and windows, causing 
even the lamp to burn with # dull uncertain 
light, in the comfortabiy furnished room fa which 
Mrs, Marston was seated with her daughter at 
Falham Place, Falham Road, making the keys of 
the time-worn plano bang, as the latter, a little 
gu! of ten Frag performed with alarming 
aselduity the five-finger exercise, 








“]-.WE--THOUGHT YOU WERE DsAD!” 


still bearing traces of the great beauty which | ended by the visitor being told never to enter 
in her youth she possessed, and which even now that house again ; and the girl, for she was no 
wag more matured than lost {in the exquisitely | more, was about to leave, when she caught little 
chased featares, the soft dark eyes, and the| Ada in her arms, and pressing her to her bosom, 
parity of her complexion. Ag | sobbed as if hér heart would break, then placing 
Little Ada so slightly resembled elthé? «f her | her on the ground, rushed from the place, bang: 
parents that strangers could scarcely belleve | ing the door after her. 
that she stood In that relationship to Mr. and| But efx o'clock had now struck some time, and 
Mrs, Marston, whe, when firet they came to reside | Mrs. Mareton still eat watching the flickering 
at Fulham Piace, brought her, a tiny wee thing, | femes in the low grate, her tiny feet, encased In 
with a face like a doll’s, surrounded with bright, | velvet slippers, placed on the bright steel of the 
golden hair, with them, for although the baby- | fender, while the youthfal musician contioued to 
girl received all the attention usually bestowed | count one, two, three, four, as she placed each 
on children of her age, stili the mother, far from rosy finger on the yellow keys, until at last, 
lavishing that love on her which might be | ralsing her eyes to the ormolu clock on the 
expected in the case of an only child, would at | mantelplece, she became aware of the hour. 
times show jealousy when her husbaad displayed | “ For goodness sake, Ada, do give over stram- 
any amount of affection for her ; and one of the | ming,” she sald, impatiently. ‘'Here fe six 
servants, who had been dismissed for inpertinence, | o'clock, and papa not home yet,” when rieing 
had told a friend of hers in the neighbouring | from the seat she had cccupled she advarc:d to 
establishment that, on one occasion, a lady even | the close curtained window, pulling aside the 
younger than Mrr. Marston had called on her | heavy drapery to look out on the doll, murky 


Her mother was but twenty yeare her senfor, | mistress, when there was # fearful scove, which | atmosphere without, where nothing was visible 
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but the lamps, which, looking like balls of fire, 
nang in the aark heavy air, 

‘What a dreadful night!” sbe sald. “TE trust 
notbiag has heppened to him,'’ and she gave a 
atart ay Ada, in obedlancs to her command, 
closed the Instrument, but with such a bang 
that the old wires vibrated for several seconds 
after, 

*' How careless you are, Ada!” Mra, Mareton 
said, annoyed at her own nervousnese, and feel- 
ing irritable, whilst conjuring up In ber mind a 
whole chapter of sccidente which might have 
Uefallen her husband, to account for thie unusual 
delay in his home-coming, until again glancing 
at the timepiece, and finding that another half- 
bour had pissed by, she felt she could bear the 
suspense no lorger, when her quick ear detected 
the sound of a latch-key being placed In the hall 
door. 

* Whatever has made you so late, Edward!” 
she aske?, rushing forward to meet him, and 
recelve the customary klise, as he entered the 
room, “ You can’t think how nervous I was 
getting, Imegining that you were rum over, and 
all kinds of horrors.” 

‘What a siily girl it Is!” he asld affection. 
ately; ‘‘ nought never comes to hatm; you 
should remember tbat, old. lady, and thus seb 
your mind at ease whecever I am absent,” and he 
kissed her pretty, pouting lips, and was about to 
enter Into an explanation, when, seeing Ada 
seated at the table with a book before her, from 
which she merely raised her eyes for a moment 
when he entered, be motioned to the young girl, 
making Lis wife understand that her presence 
for the time made him silent. 

Dinner over, it was not long before Ada was 
told to retire. She was nob looking well, her 
mother sald, and she insisted on her going to bed 
early ; so that when Edward Marston entered 
the drawing-room, later on, after having smoked 
his usual cigar, he found his wife the only 
ocev pant, 

“Ada gone to bed already?” he asked, 
advancing to where the latter was seated. 

‘Yes, the child {s not looking well,” Mrs. 
Marston replied ; “ besides I wis 50. anxious to 
hear,” and she stopped, only raising her eyes to 
her husband's face, that he might underatand 
her mesulng. 

He moved round to where an easy chair was 
placed opposite the oneshe occupied, and seating 
himself in the same remained for a few minutes 
silent, as though welgbing In his mind how he 
should commence, 

But these moments appearing to the other 
as. sges, che Impationtly asked him not to keep 
her waiting, and then, like one plunging at once 
inte # subject he would fain nob have named,— 

*' Egbert is back i” he said, 

Mrs, Marston dropped the screen she had been 
holding between herself and the fire, the colour 
foreaking her clear, olfve skin, making it look 
alm rat sallow, whilet a wild, frightened look came 
into her velvet eyes, 

“Egbert!” ehe exclaimed, ' Egbert alive! 
How do you know this} Where did you ate 
him %” 

* At the cffice,” was the reply. “ He did not 
come up, but sent word that someone wanted 
to see me, I went, and at first conld not recog- 
niece in the bentform, the haggard coantenence,and 
bowed head, with {ta close-cnt halr, the man who 
was once, like myself, a gentleman ; but when he 
told me his name I staggered back, a movement 
which was not lost on him. 

“You need not start, Eiward,’ he safd, ‘my 
hands are morta’, although rough and bony 
now,’ and a ghastly smile played over his 
sunken features, ‘ but no doubt you thought me 
dead.’” 

We all thought so,” I answered, 

‘** Yes,’ be replied, ‘ would it had been so but 
for her and Fiorrfle.’ I saw the tears start to 
hie eyes, ‘It was only the misteke of a number,’ 
he added, and then he held out hfs hand, but I 
could not take it, and the mantherin which I held 
back was not lost upon him, as drawing It 
hastily towards him, ‘your mother was mine, 
Edward,’ he sald, ‘surely you do not believe 
me gollty ?’” 

“*How can I think otherwise? I answered, 





and was about to turn, when he caught me by 
= sleeve, ‘Tell me of her,” he asked, ‘my 
wile.’”’ 

“And what did you say!” Mrs. Marston 
asked, her whole frame shivering with excite- 
ment, 

‘| knew ucthing,” was the reply, and then 
his whole manner changed, He bid me good- 
bye, and | watched him ashe slouched down the 
street, and became lost in the thick fog... After 
that [t was time to leave the office, so ascending 
the stairs I locked my drawers, took the keye 
from the safe; and, putting on my overcoat, was 
soon on my way home, I had not proceeded far 
when a beggar addreseed me, imploring me, in the 
name of Heaven, to give him help, We could 
not see each other In the darkness, but I recog- 
nised the volce—it was his,” 

‘*{ wonder if Laura knows}” Mra, Marston 
sald; “for if ehs does, and he goes to her, 
Heaven only knows what the conee quences may 
be,” and she trembled visibly. 

Her agttation was not lost on Edward, who sat 
with his head resting on hie hand, staring into 
the blazing coals, whilet he shared alike the 
apxlety she expressed. : 

" Bot eupposing,” the former sid, after a pause, 
‘he Inefets on seeing you at your officé, to make 
you account fér your trust!” 

He will never have the audacity to push his 
way fo, and I have already given {nstructions to 
the clerks that he should not be admitted, whilst 
Laura being under the same impression as our- 
selves that he died In prison, it is not very likely 
he would see her; besides,’ he added, rising, 
“it would rain her Im the situation she now 
holds as companion to Lady Leach did the secret 
of hia crime ooze out 1” 

“T believe she would sacrifice everything for 
his sake, Edward,” hie wife anawered. 

"Everything bub her pride, Florrle, and 
although she believed in hiz-innocence, there fs no. 
undoing the fach he fs a returned convict. No, 
no! Depend opon ft, Laura would rather rest 
ander the belief she now holde, that his story is 
buried in his grave, than live in dread of his 
return, however fondly she may have loved him, 
Ia elght years one's feellugs become blunted, 
She was a wild, impetuous girl then ; she fs a 
woman now, knowlng the world and tits 
prejudices,” 

Mra, Marston leaned beck {n her easy chair, 
raisiog her eyes in a dreamiike way to where her 
husband stood on the reg before her, whilst con- 
fi'cting emotions passed through her mind. Tae 
news he had brought home recalled to her 
memory the night when, ten years ago, the man 
whose fate they were now discussing was torn 
from his hearth and one year bride on a charge 
of forgery and embezzlement; how that night o 
baby-girl came to a fatherless home, and 
a gicl of seventeen with dead gold hair wept 
till her bright blue eyes became dull and red, 
whilst she alone c'nng to the belief that he was 
innocent, although all and everything pointed to 
hia guilt, 

Then caine the trial, followed by the sentence 
of ten years’ penal servitude, when a woman's 
scream was beard In that densely thronged court, 
and Egbert Marston was removed, with that 
ecream re-echoiog In hfs eare, and # dull, dead 
paio at bis heart. 

He had bnt one request to make before he 
was made to leave this world as completely as 
though the grave had closed over him—it was to 
see his brother. 

You will take care of her, Edward,” he 
acked, ‘and tell her I om fnnccent, for before 
Heaven I awear I am,” and then the prison gate 
was shut between him and all, he loved so 
dearly, 

Two yearr, and there came a letter from 
re governor of the gaol—Egbert Mareton was 

ead | 


CHAPTER II, 
BERTIE ORMONDE, 
Tr was from Edward that Laura Heywood first 


heard of her cousin’s decease, and although she 
never for ‘a moment doubted the truth of his 





atateroen', she still clung to his memory, holdivg 
it dear to her hesrt, diedaloing for » moment t, 
_ to fo the erlme of which he had been foun, 
guilty. 

It was a shadow which had thrown 8 ploom 
over her young life and made her now at twenp;- 
seven & careworn woman, with @ sadness which 
never left the blue eyes, whilst here and there » 
allver thread was visible amid the wealth of her 
golden hair. 

Lady Leach was a middle-sged widow lady 
who loved to have young people around her, an: 
was looked upon fn her clique as match-maker {5 
geveral to all the youth of her acqaintance, ang 
when, ten years since, she ergaged pretty Lure 
in preference to the thirty other young iadies 
who applied for the situation of companion +; 
her ladyebip, 1t was propheriéd that she would 
marry her off before the twelvemonth had 


xplred, 
ut, notwithstanding, amid all the suitable 
young men she mentioned likely to make » good 
husband for her, Laura preferred to remain as 
ahe was, until she bad become to be looked on as 
® fixture {n her ladyship’s establishment, and an 
old maid at the same time, 

The cold Noveraber fog had enveloped every. 
thing around ihe houses {n Cheater-equare, creep. 
ipg into the lnxurlous drawing-room in which 
Lady Leach and Laura were seated, with the 
same pertinacity that it had filled-with a dul 


.heze the less pretentious one in Falbam- place. 


There was a weary look on the faces of both, 
for being asthmatical, the former was, owing to 
the weather, a prieoner within, aad her young 
companion had grown tired over the book she 
had been reading aloud, 

*' Pat it away, child,” her ladysh!p said, not 
falling to note thé suppressed yawn and falling 
voice on jo et of the other. 

*'T em rather tired,” she answered, closioz the 
volume and advancing te the table where Lady 
Leach was turaing over some photos, ‘and the 
fog see ms to geb down one’s throat even here,”’ 

Well, ring the bell, and we will have some 
tea to wash Ib poe Ol her ee replied, ad- 
justing hor glasses that she might better see the 
picture of a young man she held fn her hand, 
when Laura, having done her bidding, returned 
to the table, 

"J wonder if he is much altered?” the elder 
lady was saylog, more to herself than her com- 
panior. “A nice face, isn’t it ?'’ and she passed 
tha photo tothe latter, 

Tt was that of a» man of about twenty-five ; 
the features were handsome, but the lips, one 
could see, although covered with a heavy mous- 
tache, were thin, but this defect was so hidden 
that had {¢ had not been for the low forehead, 
from which the hair was brushed back, the face 
might have been pronounced perfect. 

Laura studied it minutely, evidently not with 
the admiration her ladysh'p expected her to 
evince, bub with a fascination for which she 
could not account, and which made her still re- 
tain it in her hand when the servant with the 
tea-equipage entered the room. 

‘Thad was taken over ten years ago,” Lady 
Leach continued when her companion, laying !v 
down, proceeded to hand her the tea. ‘ Natu- 
rally he will be greatly altered, bat as a boy | 
think Bertle Ormonde was the prettiest iad | 
ever saw.” 

‘ Then you knew him as a child!’ Laararald, 
sipping her tea, and now that she had laid 
down, thinking no more of the photo. 

“He was my rister’s boy,” the other s1- 
swered, “and a nice spoiled boy he was, 
father waa a solicitor, and the famil!y—our 
family { mean—looking upon poor Elfes’s mer- 
risge ae @ dreadfal mésailiance, she was unnoticed 
by all but myself, and I could not turn my bak 
on my twin sister, so at her death, which took 
place within a few years of her wedded life, I 
promised to act asa mother to young Bertram 
I kept my promise, he spending his holidays wito 
me, until he grew up and was taken {nto bis 
father’s office, who would not hear of his follow: 
ing avy other profession,” 


yer?” Laura sske?, 
banding Lady Leach a silver basket of deinty 
cakes, 
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“ Be would have done so had he remained long 
enough, but the young ecamp grew tired of the 
ofice and his father’s severity, and one morulng 
decamped, leaving a letter behind him,{n which 
he said he had safled for Australla; but you 
have given me no sugar, my dear!" and Lady 
Leach held out her tiny cup of fine Sévres 
china, 

“Apd never came home after!” Laura 

asked. 
“No, dear,” the former replied; ‘‘and left 
only sorrow behind, for just at thab time Mr, 
Orcmonde’s confidential clerk was discovered to 
have embegzled over two thousaud pounds of his 
employer's money ; and that, added to Bertie’s 
lesying him, so preyed on the poor man’s mind 
that he banged himself in his own office, I 
almost wonder you don’t remember something of 
4b yourself, for it was fn all the papers, and 
created quite @ sensation at the tims |” 

“T have a faint recollection,” Laura an- 
swered ; “ bat 1b fs so long ago, and there are no 
many similar cases in the course of ten years.” 

Her companion’s volce was scarcely audible, 
and when ye: | Leach looked towards her she 
waa leaning back In her chafr, her face deadly 
white, whilst a epasm as though of pain passed 
over her countenance. 

“My dear child, what fs the matter? Are 
zou not well? her ladyship asked. 

"Not very,” was the reply. ‘*‘I am afraid 
my heart is affected, Lady Leach,” she replied, 
and she pressed her hand to her alde, “Iso 
often feel a prin here.” 

“You must see Dr, Matlans, dear,” the latter 
replied, kindly, when, Laura having recovered 
herself, she proceeded to tell her that she 
expected her nephew to visit her shortly, he 
baving written to say he was about to return to 
Nogland, 

‘* He will be here by Christmas, I hope,” she 
continued, “and if he is at all the same as he 
was when he went away, he will be quite an 
acguiattion to our family party.” 

Some weeks after Bertie put fo an appearance 
with the snow-flakes and coral berrlee, though 
Lady Leach could scarcely recognise fo the 
world-worn man the harem-scarem youth, whom 
she had {dolizsd fa a scarce lesa degres than her 
twin-elster had done.’ 

Laura was not at home when he arrived, his 
aunt purposely keeping his advent secret until! 
they met at dinner, 

Se fs a dear girl and quite a lady,” she had 
told her nephew, when speaking to him of the 
companion who had lived with her so long; 
“and I am sure you will admire her, and really 
you might do worse~——” but Bertie burs> Into 
kis old boylah laugh before ake could complete 
the sentence, : 

“T see, aunt, you have not forgotten your old 
calling,” he said; “and I wonder what has 
become of the many young ladies among whom 
you would have chosen me a wife had I remained 
ia Eogland ¢” 

* Moatly married,’ his aunt replied ; ‘* ma- 
trons now with large families and larger walsts, 
and no longer the sylph-like beauties of your 
dreams,” . 

Bertie laughed agalp, when the docr opened 
and Laara eters. sbi 

Her blae eyes opened In wonderment as she 
sacountered the stranger’s gaze, whilet he, after 
valng introduced by bis worthy relative, thought 
for the first time that lady had not exaggerated 
the charms of her companion, 

Laura Heywood was Indeed a lovely woman, 
80 different to the meaningless, pink and white 
aces with which his aunt was usually surrounded, 
and evan at the first his heart seemed drawn 
towards her in a way he could not understand ; 
and notwithstanding that he entered fully with 
the latter into remfoiscences of the past, laugh- 
og at the boyish pranks which she delighted to 
relate for Laura’s benefit, his eyes would con- 
santly wander to the fair face of the latter, 
whilet not s curve of her figure, or & movement 
of her graceful form, waa lost upon him, 

, Atter dinner, during which Bertle amused 
the ladies with anecdotes of his Iifa {n the 
Fite they adjourned to the drawlog.room, 
aura angling, while Bartle, passfonately fond of 





music, drank in the tones of her sweet voice, and 
Lady Leach dozed in her cosy arm-chalr, until 
the chimes of the ormolu clock striking eleven, 
her ladysh{p said it was time to retire, when the 
plano was closed ; the ‘‘ good nights” were said, 
and Laura Heywood ascended to her room, to 
dream of Bertie drawing her towards him with « 
power ehe could not resist, and he wondering, 
whilst smoking his Isst cigar previous to going to 
bed, how {t was that he, the idol of the moat 
beautifal women he could describe, had never 
felt towards one of them that feeling #0 akin to 
love which he now experienced for his annt’s 
lovely companion. 





CHAPTER Ill. 
AN INVITATION, 

Ir wanted but a fortnight now to Christmas, 
and Edward Marston had told bis wife that he 
thought {t would be a good opportunity to write 
to Laura, and invite her to epend hers with 
them. ; , 

“She will never come, Edward,” Mrs, 
Marston eald, “after the way we parted eight 
years since, and I told her not to enter my 
doors agaia,” 

‘*Itis so long ago now, Florence,” her hus- 
band replied, ‘that whatever might have 
transpired then will no longer be remembered by 
her; and she will be as anxious to forget past 
differences aa wo shal!, to ascertein by her 
presence, if she kaows anything of Egbert’s 
return, 

“Hardly probable that she is aware of ft,” 
the other returned, “and if wea can only keep 
her fn ignorance of such we have nothing to fear, 
Bat if they should accidentally meet?” and 
Mrs. Marston ebuddered af the thought. 

‘They would most likely never recognise each 
other,” was the reply. 

Some days after, Laura was not a little 
astonished to recelve a letter from her cousin, ia 
which he begged her, {n this season of peace and 
goodwil! to all, to forget and forgive past 
grievances, and, In token of the same, to coms 
and spend the approaching Yuletide beneath 
their roof, 


"You remember little Ads,” he wrote; ‘*she 
is grown quite a grest girl now, reminding me so 
much of you when you were her age, your eyes, 
your hafr—and what beantifal hair it used to 
be! Well, elght years brings many changes, but 
I scarcely think it hae wrought much alteration 
fn your case. We shall look forward anxlonely 
for your reply, and feeling how unlike is would 
be to the little cousin I once knew, to refuse to 
accept the olive branch of peace held out to her 
I am sure we can anfely rely on its being In 
unison with our own wishee. With love, in 
which Florrfe joias,--Your affectionate cousin, 

* EpwaRb Marston,” 


Laura read and reread this strange epistie, so 
unexpected from a quarter where she had long 
thought she had been considered as dead ; and 
then, when she recalled thefr last parting, and 
the painfal truths which bad made her rush 
from Florence Marston’s presence, she could 
scarcely realfse the fact that ib was Edward who 
had written that letter, and acting fn accordance 
with the firet dictates of her conscience, she had 
determined to refuse his {nvitation, when Ada’s 
name, the child she had so madly loved as a 
girl, altered her purpose, and she decided on ob- 
some tee consent of Lady Leach to make up 
= da to pass ber Christmas at Fulham- 

ace, 

Her ladyship was quite annoyed when ehe 
heard of her companfon’s wish ; but eventually, 
considering fb would be selfish fn the extreme to 
refuse, consented, though she declared she did 
not know how she and Bertle would entertalo 
their guesta fn her absence, She had been so 
dependent on Laura for so many years now that 
her logs, she declared, was but one degree less 
disastrous than that of her right hand. 

"YT never will belfeve that Ib Is only a cousin 
aud his wife who has induced yon to leave us 
now,” Bertie sald, in an aggrieved tens, when he 





; 
} 





had heard of Laura's intention ; and finding her 
engaged In selecting some tousic for her visit, 
thought it a good opportanity to endeavour to 
dissuade her from her purpose, 

** What should make you suppose | ehould 
state what was not the case}” she naked, look 
log up from the pile before her 

“ Because I believe there ls a lover In the 
background,” he answered, {rritebly ; ‘‘ and that 
is why you are so distand with me, and want to 
run away just becanse I am here!” 

| do not understand you, Mr, Ormonde,” she 
replied, the colour mounting to her temp!e:. 
“Tam only your aunt’s companion, a position 
but a step above a servant, and cannot see In 
what way my movements can affect you.” 

**In every way,” was the reply, aud Bertle 
moved to where his dark eyes could rest op her 
face, now bent over the music she was selectiog, 
the colour which dyed her clear skin alone ‘all- 
ing that she could not mistake hla meaning, when 
aliowing bis hand to rest on her tiny white one, 
and thus interfere with her occupation, * Lanra,” 
he sald, “I am no longer a foolish youth, who 
falla in love with the ficst pretty face he sees, I 
have gone through that years since, have had 
beautiful women fall In love with me, who would 
have given up parents, friends, honour, all for 
ry eake, and [ have caressed, even fancied I 
loved them for the time, but never till I met you 
did I realize what true love meant!” 

‘And will find yourself as mistaken as In 
your former experlerce, Mr. Ormonde,” she re 
plied, coldly, releasing her hand from the prea- 
sure of his, 

He had wafted the effect his confession should 
have on her, and then a cold, cruel light came 
into his eyes, 

" Never,” he answered, “I love you, Laura, 
loved you from the first, when, on the day of my 
arrival, you entered this room, and I swear you 
shall be my wife, or no other mau shall claim 
you.” 

“Mr. Ormonde |” and she recolled a siep 
backwards. 

His face had become livid with the prssfon he 
could so ill conceal, and s cynical emile played 
around his thin lips, and then his tone changed. 

"Forgive me,” he sald, ‘I forgot myzelf, 
but I was carried away by the force of my feel- 
{ngs, my love for you.” 

“J am very sorry, Mr. Ormonde,” she an- 
swered, “and as it fe, it le ae well that I should 
go away for a while, when you will think botter 
of what on refiectlon you wil! consider your folly. 
Good-bye!” and she held ont her hand. "Ef 
hear Lady Leach calling me, good-bye,” and she 
moved towards the door, 

" Apswer me one question, and you shall go,” 
he said, barring her exit. "Tell me you love no 
one else?” 

My love {s dead,” she replied, “and my heart 
lies burfed fn his grave,” 

“ And you are going!” he asked, 

‘*To my cousiv, Mr, Marston,” 

 Magaton !”” he echoed, and then he Jet ber 
pars, lea¥ing him standing like one transfixed, 
whilet the persplration In great heads stood on 
his forehead, 

Bat Lady Leach entering, he quickly recovered 
his self- possession. 

* Where ts Loura!l’ sheasked. “I thought 
she was here.” 

‘She was 5 short time since, aunt,” he re- 
piled. 

“Oh! dear, how tiresome,” her Jadysh!p re- 
piled, “and I wanted her to give her opinfon on 
this lace before she went away. It is most pre- 
voking, people whom she hasn’b seen for eight 
years should all at once grow suddenly affectionate, 
and declare they should be miserable ff she did 
not spend her Christmas with them, and you 
look, Bertle,. as if you were going to be 
hanged,” her ladyah!p continued, regarding her 
nephew's white, troubled face, " Whatever is 
the matter }” 

“Nothing with me,” the latter anewered, 
moving towards the window, from which he 
could see a cab draw up to the door, and the 
cabman shake the soowfakes from his cape, a8 
he stepped with difficulty from hia box. 

A servant had azawered his eummons, and was 
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aasiating him in placing s box on the top, when 
Laura made her appearance, 

She was dressed all ready for her departure, 
and the colour which had forsaken her face 
returned, dyelog {t with deep scarlet, when, ad 
vancing t> where her laayship was standing, her 
eyes met those of her nephew. 

Bat the lsca was held out for her iospection, 
and, after having given her opinion on the same, 
she bade her an affectionate adieu, Lidy Leach 
with difficalty restraining her tears at the 
thoughts of what she would do wichout the girl 
who had become so necessary to her comfort, 
whilst Bertle merely pressed her hand, and she 
left him standing ab the window, from which he 
watched the cab as {t bore her out of eight, amid 
the failing snow. 


CHAPTER IV. 
A STRANGER HELP, 


Tue sound of the departing wheels had long 
eince ceased to be heard, and sill] he remained 
unconsciously gsxlng on the square beyond, where 
the feathery flakes were steadily gathering over 
tree and bough, nelther hearing nor replying to 
the comments ef his aunt, who bad endeavoured 
to gain an answer from him for the last ten 
taloutes, 

“Mareton!” he soliloquised ; “but what a 
fool I am to bother myself about a name! There 
msy be a hundred Marstons in the world for all 
I know ; besides, he {s———”’ but here hie cogi- 
tations ended as Lady Leach, administering 
rather a bard tap to bis shoulder, and acking him 
fn no very pleasant tone whether he was deaf or 
dumb, reminded him he was not alone, 

“ Neither, I trust, dear aunt, but why do 
you ask?” be sald, 

Because I have been speaking to you for the 
last quarter of ac hour,” her ladyship returned, 
“without your answerlng a word.’ 

‘*I beg your pardov,”’ he replied; “buat I 
was wondering, Miles Heywood having told me 
she was golng to spend her Christmas with a 
cousin by the name of Marston, whether they 
were fn any way connected with the man who 
years sgo robbed my uncle—for he was a 
Marston too, if you remember—and {t fs any- 
thing but a common name,” 

‘Good heavens! Bertfe,” her ladyshlp, 
anawered, jamping from the chair where she 
had resoated herself, as though a mine had 
exploded at her feet. ‘'How can you hint at 
anything eo disgraceful ? Laura connected with 
aconvict! Laura cousin to the man who robbed 
my brother, from whom he had recefved such 
benefits! No, no, I cannot believe {,” and her 
ladyship, indeed, locked fit to faint at the mere 
suggestion ; but a servant just then entering with 
Nights she said no more, inwardly determining 
to learn the troth from Laura herself on her 
return, 

“ Should it be the case,” she told her nephew 
a short time later ; ‘ much as I regret ip Lacra 
rauat leave, What fs bred in the bone Invariably 
comes out In the fieeh, and I should never feel 
comfortable,” 

Mearwhile the cab conveying the subject of 
their conversation had arrived at Its destination, 
Mr, and Mre. Marston ready with open arms 
to recelve their visitor, who could not do obher- 
wise than return the affection with which the 
was recelvee, 

**Are all your traps ont, Laural” Edward 
asked, when the cabman deposited a basket-trank 
on the hall-foor, saying the other was too heavy, 
he suffering from “ rheumatiz” as he wae, so he 
had got a chap to help him, 

“TI think so,’ the former replied to her 
couain’s question ; “bat 1’sl just see,”’ and she 
returned to where tha rheumatic Jehu with his 
aesistant were with difficulty displacing the box 
from the roof, It proving simost too much for 
their united strength, 

Bat they had got ft down at last, and she loft 
them to convey it indoors, whilst she gave a last 
glance within the vehicle to see that nothing 
remained behind ; when, being satisfied on that 
point, she merely stayed to settle with the 





driver, the stranger Hugering behind for the 
trifle he expected to recelve. 

‘* Here you are, my man,” she said, holding a 
shilling towards him, but at the sound of her 
voice he staggered backwards, and as he stood 
there beneath the gaslight Lavra could see that 
bis thin, haggard face bad become ashen pale, 
— @ gasp as though for breath came from 


“You are not well?” she said. 

** Yes, yes !” he answered burrledly, and he 
moved away, when a something in his sunken 
eyes, in his volce—it was only a memory—but a 
something which caused her to call him back took 
possession of her, bub !t was too late, If he 
heard he did not trust himself to turn until he 
was lost to her in the darkness, and she had re- 
entered her cousin’s house. 

And then amid the fallfog snow he retraced 
his steps to where he had lefo her, the light from 
the atreet lamp letting him see the number of 
the door through which she had passed, knowing 
not, taking no heed of the hours as they fied, 
whilst he remained watching the figures from 
within, vislble on the white bilnd, with an 
aching pain at his heart, a yearning to sce her 
face once more, and then he was forced to “‘ move 
on" by the policeman on beat, little heeding, 
little caring, whither b!s footsteps led him, 

With Laura the first Impreesion passed which 
his presence had caused on her mind, She 
treated ib but ae a start which a striking 
resemblance to the dead had caused her ; and it 
was not long on her descending to the Falham- 
place drawing-room, after having divested her- 
self of her wraps, before she became quite 
anfroated and cheerful beneeth the {nfiuence of 
the kindness shown her by Edward and his wife ; 
whilst Ada from the first usurped that love 
which she had showered on her fn her Infancy, 

“T suppose you don’t remember cousin Laure, 
at all,” she asked the child, when later on they 
were seated at a table, to which the latter had 
brought some of her drawloge for the other's 
inspectlon, 

“Ido a little, bub it seemed different,” the 
girl replied ; “there were treer, and I can just 
remember a long garden where you would gather 
daisies and make chains for me, as we sat on the 
grass, but I know your eyes quite well, I always 
thought you must be an angel; they were so 
biue, heaven-like,” and Ada laughed at the 
recollection of her baby ideas, when Mrs, 
Maraton advanced to where they were slitting. 

‘You must go to bed now, Ads,” she said, 
"cousin Laura Is tired, and to-morrow you can 
have a long chat together,’ so kivelng the girl’s 
fa'r face, the latter bade her good night, which 
was returned lovingly, though not without a 
feeling of resentment towards her mother for 
treating her so much itke a chiid, 

Bat it was not long before Laura followed her 
example. She was, as Mrs. Marston had said, 
very tlred, not so much from the effects of what 
she had done to weary her as from the strain 
which unforeseen events had placed upon her 
nervous system, and she was not sorry when 
Fiorenca offered to show her to her room herself, 

But no sconer was her head with ite golden 
wealth laid on the soft pillow than her eyes 
refased to close with the sleep she courted ; and 
notwithstanding all her endeavoura to the 
contrary, she would constantly find her mind 
reverting to the strange man whose haggard face 
and sunken eyes had so impressed themselves on 
her imagination. 

One—two-—three—four--she heard each hour 
solemaoly tolled by the clock of the adjacent 
church, sad then the volces of the Christmas 
waits fell on her ear, until, as the grey dawn of 
the winter's morniog entered the sparbment, she 
fell into an uneasy slumber, 

S2ae dreamt that the grave of her dead love 
reopened, and that with cold gaunt arme he had 
drawn her within, bringing her down, down until 
her warm breath made the life-blood to flow 
through his veins, aod his eyes unclosed to gaze 
into hers. Taoey were the eyes of the stranger, 


and then with a screamshe awoke to hear Ada 
telling her how late {t was, ‘and the hot water 
which the servant bad brought her growing cold 
op the wash stand where she had placed It, 





CHAPTER 
4 RENCONTRE 


BREAKFAST over, and Edward gone to hia ¢ ftice, 
Laura with Mrs, Marston and Ada started on 
shopping expedition. There was so much to 
purchase in the way of presents for Christmas, a 
goodly assortment of which was to be seen at 
every shop window ; besides, there were many 
things needed for the juvenile party which was to 
take place on the twenty-third, on which occasion, 
although Ada was—and considered herself to be 
—too far advanced {n years to do more than 
distribute the gifts, a Christmas tree on a large 
scale waz always provided. 

Laura and the latter were busily engaged in 
the selection of some trinkets for the same when 
Mre. Marston saylug that, to save time, she 
would leave them to conclude thelr purchases 
whilst she went to Kahn’s to give her order for 
Icez, etc, left them on the understanding that 
they were to await her return, as she would not 
be over an hour away. 

Toe shop was crowded with ladies and 
children on the earme errand, and the prescribed 
hour quickly passed, Ada exceeding greatly the 
sum Mrs, Marston had given her to spend ; co 
much so, that Laura found she had not st ficient 
in her purse to lend her beyond whatehe heres)? 
reqaired, 

“We must wait, Ade, till mamma comes,” 
abe eald, when the young lady behind the 
counter, taking down the address where tho 
goods were to be sent, sald they could be paid 
for on delivery, but Laura preferred to wait. 
Another hour passed, and still no Mrs, Marston, 
until from belong fidgety the latter became 
anxious at her protracted absence. 

“I think mamma must have misunderstood 
us,” she eald to the child, who was far too en- 
grossed in the examination of the pretty things 
around her to share her cousin’s anzlety, 

**T am sure she must have gone home,” when 
giving directions that the parcels should be sent 
a8 soon as possible, she was about to lead Ada 
from the shop when Fiorence entered. 

Her face was ashen pale, and there was a wild, 
frightened look in her eyes, her limbs evidently 
shaking beneath her, although she did all In her 
power bo hide her emotion, 

‘© We will take the things with us,” she said, 
when she heard how matters stood, turning to 
hall a passing cab, and then paying the difference, 
giving directions that they should be placed io 
the same, 

“Yon get {n first,” she sald to Laura, pushing 
her forward to where Ada had already taken her 
place, and then the former saw her take a hasty 
glance around, as though in fear of belng fo!- 
lowed, when she entered the vehicle, 

There was no allusion made to the cause of 
her being so long away, further than she sup 
posed they thought she was lost, and after a few 
moments she so far recovered herself as to tak 
with Ada reepecting her purchases, until, in 
turning the corner of the street, her mapzer 
suddenly changed, the colour left her face, and 
she hurriedly leant back on the cushfoned sen?, 
as though fearfa! of belog seen, 

“ What is the matter, Florence? Are you nc! 
well?” Laura asked, bending forward to rence: 
assistance, when she became aware of the figure 
of a man resting againet the letter-box, his eyes 
apparently fixed on the cab In which they were 
seated, It was the strapger of the preceding. 
evening, and then a train of wondering thoughts 

through her brain. 

Could {t be possible that one in his position, 
whose threadbare coat, and wan, haggard counte- 
nance bespoke bis poverty, could have apy influence 
over her beautiful coudin ; bul she was aroused 
from her reverie by the latter asking her to look 
out and see if any one was following them. 

“A good mang are, desr!” Laura replied, 
smiling. “Do you mean anyone in particular 

“Yes,” the other answered, ‘“ That man you 
saw leaning against the peat. Did you notice 
him ?” : 

“I did,” her consin sald; “but why abculd 
you think he would follow our cab!” 

“ Because he annoyed me so much by per- 
} slatently aeking me for money to-day that had 2 
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reen @ policeman I ehould have given him in 
charge,” Mra, Marston answered, 

“ Poor fellow!” Laura sald, “he locks half- 
starved, bu? I believe that man has a history. 
He fs the same one who helped to remove my 
tiuok from the cab yesterday, when 1 came to 
Faiham- place ; and when I gave bim a shilling 
for bls cervices he spoke quite like 8 gentleman ; 
in fact, I thought he was not golng to take it!” 

Bat Mrs, Marston had heard no more than 
that the man she feared was following them had 
stready been to Falham-place, that he had seen 
Laura, whose face was one not likely to be for- 
gotten ; and then a sickly faintness had over 
come her, and she ley back uaconsclous in the 
vebicle as they drew up at her own door, 


CHAPTER VIL. 
THE CHILDREN'S SALI. 


To Laura her cousin's {ndisposiiion was a 
mystery, the more so that she felt convinced {t 
was in some way connected with the presence of 


the man they left standing by the pillar-box ; and’ 


then she remembered the atrange effect bis face 
had had on herself when she firsb eaw him on 
ber arrival at Fulham- which only added 
the more to puzzle her, bat as, on the following 
dsy, Florence had fully recovered her usual health 
beyond slight nervousness, and several others 
passed withont their coming again In contact 
wich the stranger, matters assumed their custom- 
ary role 

It was the twenty-third, the day on which 
Ads’s party was to place, and so engaged 
were all in preparation for the same that, for 
the time, the annoyance of which Mre. Marston 
had complained, and to which she ascribed her 
illness, was entirely forgotten, 

A aide door leading to the servants’ offices and 
garden ab the back of the house was besieged 
with tradesze>ple, who during the day delivered 
goods at that entrance, and at which «a van with 
ront-seats, was seen to draw up later on. 

‘Be sure that door §s kept shut,” Mrs, Marston 
told the servants, bat notwithstanding, eo fully 
occapled were they, that they Invariably trusted 
to the tradespeople to close it after them, which 
us usual they never did, 

The back drawing-room. opened Into a con- 
tervatory, very small and unassuming, but which 
was now made to look Its prettiest, Chinese lan- 
terns a suspended from the glaes roof, falling 
emid the deep green foliage of the foreign plants 
placed within, and throwing a subdued light over 
the varied colours of the exotics still in bloom, 
whilst they caused the waters of a tiny fountain 
in their mildet to sparkle beneath thelc rays. 

From this were stone steps, leading {nto the 
garden, from which all that wae paesing Inside 
could be seen dietinetly, 

In the cor ssrvatory was placed the tree, filled 
with every conceivable of knick-knacks and 
bonbons, dolls in fairy costumes hanging by 
thelr waists from the branches, to which they 
were fastened by Invisible wires, whilst wax 
i and «maller lanterns flluminated the 
Whole, 

‘a wanted but a fleet half-hour to the time the 
guests were expected to arrive—Laura, who was 
‘he prealding goddess as far as the arrangements 
were concerned, having glven the final touch to 
*he supper-room, where the table was arranged 
in exquisite taste, 

‘ Mr, and Mrs. Maraton, with Ada, had not yet 
Cescended from dreselng when she entered the 
drawing-room, and after bestowing a cursory 
glance {n the chimney-glass ab her pretty 
sdvanced to the conservatory with the intention 
of further enhancing her charms by the addition 
fa white camellia, bub ahe had scarcely reached 
the glass door when she became aware of the 
Egure of & mau, crouched amid the flowers. 

He turned at she sound of her approach, and 
the scream ehe would have uttered died on her 
lps, which had now become colourless, while she 
clung to the door for support, 

o had risen now from where he had remained 
concealed by the azaleas, and advancing to where 
S28 steod, called her by name, 


, 





*Don’t you know me?” he asked, 

“You ! Egbert!” she gasped, shrickIng from 
him. '‘I—we—thought you were desd.” 

“Rather that I had been so!” he replied, 
bitterly, “than arlee, as !i were, from the grave 
to find how soon I have been forgotten.” 

* Never by me,” she answered, now that ihe 
firet start his presence had given ber was pet, 
holding out her hands to him, and she would fein 
have drawn him within, 

* No, no; such as I mast nob mfx In respect. 
able society,’ he eald, with bitter earcasm ; 
* bat you see I have met with some luck since I 
helpsd to remove your boxes ;"’ and he looked 
down at bie dress, which was that of a gentleman 
“I happened to tumble across an old friend who 
had known me before d came, He was 
the only one to believe me Innocent when every- 
thing and everyone was against me }”’ 

* Don’t say so, Egbert,’ Laura said, inter- 
—s him. ‘I always knew that you were 

{ltlezs.”" 


“T think you did, little girl,’ he answered, the | 


memory of that scream in the Court-honse re- 
turning to bim ; “ but most did not, and amongst 
them the judge who sentenced me to ten years’ 
penal servitude, However, that is ail past now!” 
he added, brushing his hand acroes hts forchead, 
as though to banish the horror left by a fearful 
dream. ‘‘I am in the posttion of an hones man 
now {in the cfiice of the friend who never doubted 
me; and yet I felt happier when treading the 
mil), thinking that each day was bringlog me 
nearer to the wife who, foo! as I was, I belfeved 
to be mourning my absence. Bat whoas houre is 
this?” he asked, changing his tone ; ‘and what 
ere you doing beneath thie roof t’ 

For the. moment Lanra wae ailent. What 
could she tay? To tell the truth would be bat 
to add to the misery of the man before her. 

“T am only on a visit,” ehe auswered ; and 
then Ada’s voice, callfag Auntie, fell on her ear, 
and a tiny fairy fc white, with white roses loop 
{og up an overskirt of silver gauze, entercd the 


room. 

** Whose child is that that she should call you 
thas!” the man asked, whilst, hidden as he was 
by the tall azaleas behind which he had again 
stepped at the sound of spproachivg footsteps, he 
could, unobserved, distinctly see the pretty head 
of the former, with its wealth of golden hair 
shimmering down her back like barnished gold. 

And then a sudden thought tock possession of 
him, and he would fatn have pushed his way 
into the spartment bad not » man, entering at 
the moment through the cpsn door, arrested his 
footsteps. 

**] must ses you alone,” he had just time to 
say. ‘'Meet me at the corner, by St. George's 
Bospita!, to-morrow at five o'clock ;" and then, 
stooping so that the plants would hide his move- 
mente, he passed from the conservatory, and 
Laura re-entered the drawing-room, her heart 
beating almost audibly, and her whole form 
quivering with fear; when, with the sound of 
his footsteps falling distinctly on her aarr, she 
turned to meet Edward Marston and Ada 

Edward moved to the spot from whence she 
had jast emerged, peering suspiclously where the 
Chinese lanterns cast their soft Mght over the 
quiet green of the broad-leaved plants. 

© T could have sworn I saw a man pass into 
the garden,” he said, returning to where Ada 
was asking her aunt's opinion on her tofletts, 
"You did not notlee anyone lurking about, did 
you?” he added, addressing the latter, 

But Laura was apparently too much absorbed 
In the girl’s dress to heed his question ; and It 
remained unanswered when Fiorevce entered the 
room, and the guests commenced to arrive, 

But, notwithstanding her heightened colour, 
and the animated exp-ession of her countenance 


as she turned from ove to ihe other, apparently | 


finding a3 much enj»yment fn the amusement 
afiorded the ger members of the party as 
they did themselves, Laura could detect a certain 
uneatioess io her cousin’s manner, as from time 
to time she wonld turn her eyes towards the 
conservatory; and once, when followfog the 
direction of her gaze, che felt assured that some- 
one was etealthily moving within. 
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clored according to my orders} Mre, Marston 
atked {n an undertone cf a cervant, who now 
entered with a tray bearing ices, 

The reply of the latter was {naudible, but sbe 
could see the face of ths former turn a shade 


‘paler, and then, as the man moved on, a spsem cf 


fear passed over her countenance, 

Bat the dancirg and muse which followed 
for the moment sent other thoughte from her 
mind, bar etrarge mectirg with Egbert fo the 
¢ maervatory was almest forgotten when they had 
adjourned to the ball-room, where the fairy forms 


of the javevile guests whirled fc the many wal‘ z 
and the stralne of Strauss’s dee my mos'c filled 
the apartment, 
CHAPTER VIL 
THS MEETING, 
Tre ball was kept up unifl an early hour fs 


the cold winter morning, and not before the 
dull grey streaks of another day had entered 
withia the closed biinds did the !ast of the guests 
drive from Folham p'ace. 

‘* Ob, what a deitghifal night it was, mamma 
dear?” Ada said, leaning her golden head on 
her mother’s zhoulder. ‘‘ And I don’t feels bis 
tire?.” 

Then your looks belle you, my child,” Laurs 
seid, ae ahe banded her acup of coffee from the 
tray which had jast been brought fo, and not- 
withstanding al! her ansertions, a weary yawn 
escaped the girl’s lips, 

But now that they were left to themselves, sll 
interest in the evening's proceedings seemed to 
have passed, 

Edward conld not overcome the conviction he 
had that he bad eeen a male form peerfog from 
among the orchids on the guests aesembied In his 
drawing-room, whilet Mrs, Mareton ehivered at 
the possibility that they had been followed om 
thelr wey from town, and that the man the 
most feared had been a wiineea as ehe moved 
forward to receive her visitors, Laura alone 
knowiog to the full the extent at which thao 
espionage had arrived, and fearing more than all 
for the result of future events. 

That she would meet Egbert on the evening 
of the day which had already dawned she had 
determined, She must ascertain from himcelf 
how far#is knowledge extended, and do all In her 
power to avert any consequences which might 
eusue, were he already In povseasion of the dread 
facts. 

Waen she descended from her room betwren 
three and four in the afternoon ehe found Mrs. 
Marston asleep on the sofa iv 
Edward was away at his office, and Ade, who was 
poring over some music, was too weary even to 
ask to be allowed to accompany her, so blesing 
the girl’s hot lips, and with a laugh telilng her 
how dissipated she looked, she merely sald she 
should not be long, and passed ont into the 
wintry afr. 

Hailing an omnibus she was soon conveyed te 
her deptination, and as she alighted she found 
the road throvged with pecple emerging from. 
the Park, the most paro of whom were the 
skatere, whose glowing faces mingled with others 
who had been witnesses of the epors they had 
enjoyed. 

Egbert was already at the rendezvous. 

“| thonght you would not come,” he sald, as 
she advanced to meet him, warmly graeping her 
extended hand, “Bat confe {nto the Park, I can 
talk to you better there,” and linking her arm 
within his own he led her through the gater. 
‘‘Thope you won't be cold; but I see you ara 
well wrapped up,” he added, giving a cursory 
glance at the expensive fure ia which she wan 
drased, 

“No; Tam not cold,” Laura anewered, snd 
then they walked on fn sllence for a short 
while, until their path became leas frequented, 
ard, tke themselvez, only one or two were 
strolling leisurely slong, seemlogly with no pur- 
pose In life beyond the killing of its precious 
moments, 

“You did not know who I was on thab 
night when, ia a coat nob half so reputable an 


Are you quite sure the side gate was kept! cabby’e himself, I aselsted him to dfslodge 


the drawing-room. 
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your |tox from the roof of his vehicle?” he 
pas a, as hs turned with a cad smile to his 
cousin, 
BA“ No,’ eho replied; ‘and se) there was some- 
hing fn your face which sesmed fimiliar to me. 
Bat, you know, weall thought youn were dead, 
having received the news of your death from the 
governor of the prieon.”’ 

‘* And T suppose you were like the rest, Laura,” 
he continued, ‘never shed a tear for the dead 
convict, or put on a scrap of crape for the cousin 
you onca-—-wall, played with when you were a 
child? But there, don’t cry,” he said, as he saw 
the effect of bis words. ‘“‘ When the girl who 
had sworn ab Heaven's altar to keep me through 
good report and evil report, wheu the wife whose 
image was ever before me in those long night- 
watches, when after the day’s weary toil I lay 
mpon my wooden bed, ever looking forward to 
our re-union, a3 the shipwrecked mariner to the 
beacon light; In my snatches of sleep ever 
dreaming of her, in imagination feeling her soft 
arms around my neck, her warm lips preseed to 
miae ; when,! say, she can forget me, living to 
jook on me fn after years as a thing to be 
de:plesd, how can I expact others to prove falth- 
ful to my mamory !" 

He paused in the agony of his own feelings, 
falling to mote the suffering which was de- 
pictsd on the countenance of the girl beside him. 

“Bat who teld you that she had ceased to 
love you, to think of you?” Laura asked. 

“T heard [t from her own ifps,” was the reply, 
‘when she threatened to give me in charge if I 
peralsted in addressing myself to her. Well, I 
suppose fb was my fault,” he added, “ for, in 
brath, I was sorry figure, and pride goes a long 
way with women, I know, and that {ts why I 
asked you to meet me, Laura, for I verily believe 
ehe renlly did not recognise me as her bueband, 
and TI thought you wonldtellher how that you had 
esen me, and tell her gently, dear, that I am still 
alive, {a a position once more to take her to my 
heart and home, and our baby—a big girl now, 
len’t she 1” 

Aud then he stopped, the picture which he 
bad drawn in his Imaginatioa suddenly becoming 
bleared and daubed as bis eyes met those cf his 
companion 

She had sunk on ons of the seate beneath the 
bare branches of a mighty elm, her fair face no 
‘ess white than the snow which had rested there, 
har bosom heaving with the emoiion of her 
feelings, whilst her eyes alone told him -of the 
isathblow to bis hupst, which she falled in 
courage bo irapart te him 

“Then you do not kaow!?” she stammered, 

‘“Kuow what?” he asked, his whole face 
quivering with the excitement of hie feelings. 

Aud (hen she told bim ali, her heart: bleeding 
the while as she noted the agony depicted on his 
countenauce. For the moment that love which 
she had hoped time an? pbsence had helped her 
bo cong ver, rising up {2 her heart, and then he 
turned almost fiercely on her in his great grief— 
on her who would have died to have saved him a 
little of hfs dreadful sorrow, 

‘And the child?” he asked, offering her his 
rm fo lead her from the spot, blind to all as he 
was bub his terrfble degradation. 

“She is with them,”’ she anewered, 

He did not reply, but a look she never forgot 
passed over hie features, and he hurried her 
along, ilke one mad fiselng from a fancied 
purewer, 

Just then two gentlemen passed, and lifting 
her head Laura reecgnised Bartram Ormonde, 

His raleed his hav, and would have shaken 
hands, bub a sudden turn on the part of Ezbert 
caused him to falter. She noticed him start, and 


¢ 


then with a bow he passed on, and Laura heard 
him eay,—- 
'Oaly my eunt’s companion,” In reply to 


his friend's inquleies aa to 
acquaintance was, 


who his fair 


a ees 


CHAPTER VILL 

A PRESENTIMENT 
Tre next morning Laura received a letter. Ii 
was fn Lady Lsach’s handwriilug, regretting that 





she was unable again to receive ber under her 
roof ; but from the questionable soclety la which 
she was seen It was ubterly impossible that she 
could do so, albeit that the many years she had 
been with her rendered the partiog most dificult 
to bear. 

She enclosed cheque for twenty-five pounds 
In liow of notice, and could do no more than wieh 
her well In the feture. Laura read to the end, 
and then {t fell from her hands as the fall 
Wi of fos cruel import passed through her 
rind, 

“TI do nob Intend returning to Chester Square,” 
she told Mre, Marston, who, seated at the break- 
fast-table, was watching her movements from 
behind the hissing tea-urn, 

**Not return to Lady Leach, Laura! What 
on earth do you mean?” thab lady asked. 
“Are you going to be married, or what?” 
and she lifted the cover from a dish of hot rolls. 

“ Marrled, Fiorence—never |” was the reply. 

‘I have suffered too much from the marriages of 
others ever to commit such a folly myself.” 

"T do not understand,” Mre, Marston answered, 
proceeding with her breakfast, but her whole 
countenance changed when Laura told her that 
she had seen Egbert, and that it was through 
being with him In the park the previous day that 
she had lost her situation. 

“And what had that to do with itt” her 
cousin asked, 

Laura raleed her eyes, filled with tears, as Mrs. 
Marston spoke. The latter had fully recovered 
her self-possession now, and was llstlessly toying 
with her teaspoon, "as though Egbert being alive 
or dead was no concern of hers, whilat the gir) 
continued to relate all that had transpired, from 
the evening on which he, fn his ragged coat, had 
assisted to remove her luggage, to the time when 
he made himself known to her on the night of the 
children’s party, and their assignation for the 
following day. 

"You can act as you please, Lanra,” she sald, 
when the latter ended her narrative. “I shall 


imposter—a vagabond who, for purposes best 
known to himself, probably extortion, choosea to 
parade before us as Egbert, the offi :fal proof of 
whose death J atill possess in the governor's hand- 
writing. I can ouly conclude they wers feilow- 
prisonere, and in that way he haz become 
| acquainted with the names and habits of our 
family ; but that he is Egbert himself I will 
never believe,” and Mre. Marston changed the 
| subject, as, the door openiog, her husband entersd 
the room ; only referring to {* later ov, by tell- 
, fog her cousin that until she met with another 
situation she was welcome to make thelr home 
hers, 

Edward Marston wae more than usually grave 
as be seated himself opporite his wife, who, now 
that she bad, as she considered, disposed of » dis- 
agreeable subject in the most satisfactory manner, 
became quite animated whilst aviendiug to the 
duties of the table; but, notwithstandiug all her 
efforts, and Ada’s merry pratile, they failed to 
disperse the gloomy thoughts which had taken 
possession of the former. 

Lara had risen from the table, endeavourlog 
to hide her tear-stalned face by the cage of a 
pet canary to whom she gave her undivided 
attention, unheedfal of the conversation carried 
on by the breakfast trio, 

Bab even Mrs, Marston's voice became more 
subdued, as she could not fall to notice her 
husband's nervousness. 

** Are you not well, Eiward!’’ ehe asked, her 
eyes resting auzlovsiy on the untasted food, 
allowed to grow cold and unpalatable ; whilst he, 
with 'a far-away look fn his earnest eyes, appeared 
to be lost In thought, 

“Yes, dear!” be repifed, making an ¢fiort to 
rouse himself ; ' but I have a fit of the horrors, 
a presentiment, a feellag of coming evil, which 
seoms to haunt me; bub there, whata fool lam 
bo give a second thought to such nonsense,” he 
added, suddenly changing his manner. ‘* Why 




















bautering tone, “and I do believe Lara is too,” 
and he turned to where the latter had jush moved 
from the window. ‘Why no, I declare she fs 
crying!” he sald; “and If [t wera not that you, 











Florance, and Ada are In good splits, I should 
belleve the air was filled with bine-devils.” 

“Your Iver out of order most likely, dear,” 
was Mrs. Marston's practical reply, and then, a: 
after looking at his watch, he haetily rose to go 
to the City, she followed him to the hail, to 
aesiet him with hia overcoat, 

“She knows all,” she whlepered, jerklog her 
head in the direction of Laura; “they have 
met, and ahe bas told him everything.” 

"To ls only as I feared,” was the reply, and he 
would have sald more, but, Ada opening the door 
suddenly, he merely kissed his wife, and went 
out, 

And Fiorence returned to the room where 
Laura still remained, merely, av she sald, to get 
the morning paper ; when, after having secured 
it, she was sbout to ring the bell that the table 
might be cleared, as she heard a key inserted fa 
the street-door, and a few moments later Edward 
re-entered the apartment, ‘ 

“ Have you left anything behind, dear!” she 
asked, wondering at his return, but he made no 
answer to her question, only advancing to where 
she stood, on the soft fisece of the hearthrug ; 
when, drawlog her towards him, he gazed long 
and steadfastly on her upturned face, now wear- 
fog a frightened, ecared look, and then he 
pressed his lips.to hers, 

"Don’t be alarmed, darling, if I should be 
late,” he esid, and then, with a passionate klse, 
he was gone, 

But lb was some moments before Mre. Mare- 
ton recovered the surprise his strange manner 
had created in her mind, till ascribing the sawe 
to the worry and anxiety which recent events 
bad occasioned him, she gave it no farther heed, 
until, later on, het heart was breaking with the 
terrible sorrow she could not then foresee ; and 
In the agony of ‘her spirit she prayed to be re- 
leased from a life from which all light and happ!- 





abide by the belief I hold, that this man fs an | 


even Ada Is lsughJug ab me,” he continued In a | 


neas had fied from her for ever. 

Ascending to the drawing-room, after the door 
had again closed on her husband, she seated 
hereslf by the cheerfal fire, ostensibly to read, 
but found {4 impossible to concentrate her 
thoughts on the topics of the day, as they would 
wander back to scenes In the past, which recent 
events had brought so vividly to her remem- 
brance. 

She could hear Ada practising In the adjoiaing 
apartment, to which the old plano had bsen 
lately removed to give place to one of more 
modern manufacture, and Laura had goue cut 
after haviog written a long letter to Lady Leach ; 
while ehe, Florence Marston, was alone, save for 
a grima spectre which would ever and anon arise 
before her, telling her but too truly that 
* Nemesis” was on her track. 

And yet, vain, selfish as she was, there was & 
time when she had been decelved, and the true, 
trusting girl became a hard, designing woman, 
hoplng, prayfog when but twenty to be relensed 
from the man who called her wife, when each 
day her fetters became to her sa grips of fron, 
and she chafed agalmt the chains which bound 
her. ; 

The only child of {indulgent parente, io her 
childhood kuowing no restraint, studied in every 
whim, at eighteen Florence Byraun was a epolled 
beauty, the very possession of the latter, tn an 
extreme, gaining for her from strangers the 
same worship with which the former regarded 
her. 

It was then that she was introduced to the 
Marstons, a family which had at that time come 
to live in the neighbourhood, thelr father having 
succeeded Dr. Postle, the late practitioner in the 
parish, 

From the friendship which soon grew between 
the two families the young people were much 
thrown in each other's eoclety, until ultimately 
foom the admiration with which ip was evident 
the elder brother regarded the beautiful girl, he 
began to hope for a nearer and dearer tle. 

Bat saknown to him Edward had already 
pleaded his cause, and gained the sifectione of 
Florence, who with the consent of the parents of 
each, accepted him as her future husband, — 

Egbert f maelf not only sb 





esling 
the refusal he had met with, but at, as he termed 
1 it, being kept in the dark with regpect to his 
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prother’s engagement, a coolness amounting 
almost to enmity arose between them, and he 
determined to leave Boreham, the home of both, 
to purene his etudfes for the bar, to which he 
was destined, 

Bat the image of the girl he had left In the 
quiet village was ever present with him, untill his 
jove became almost & madnees, and the idea of 
leaving uo stone unburned to prevent her unfon 
with Edward entered his brain. 

Toe opportunity came, when he least expected 
lt, ata garden party to which he was invited, 
the latter was present, a circumstance which 
cauzed him tio Httle surprise, belng jin Ignorance 
that he was even in London, 

“Well, who should have thought of meeting 
sou here, Edward,” he said, holding out bis 
hand to the other, who with a lady on his arm 
was sauatering a little away from the other 
gueste, 

‘'T bave been in town for the last three 
months,” he sald, ‘‘and {fis a wonder we have 
not tumbled against each other before ;” then 
turning to his fair companion, ‘allow me to fn- 
troduce you to Miss Hazlewood,” he said, “ her 
mother was our mater’s dearest friend.” 

He acknowledged the {ntroduction, continuing 
to walk by their slde for awhile, untli meetlog 
others they became separated, 

“They will make a splendid pair)" Egbert 
overheard ons dowager tell another, referring to 
Edward and his fair companton, “ Well, Mattie 
might do worse, Mr, Marston is « fine young 
fellow, and Is very clever in his profession, 1 
understand,” 

“But I thought he was engeged to a girl in 
the country?” the other repiled, “I saw her 
once when staying at Boreham Hail; she was 
pointed out to me, a lovely creature, with eyes 
soft as @ gazelle’s, and the most perfect face I 
think I ever saw.” 

"A boy and girl attachment most Iikely, 
nothing more,” and then they turned to epsak 
toa gentleman wh» at that moment approached, 

The next day Dr. Marston received a letter, 
informing him that Egbert, being far from well, 
had made up his mind to spend a short time at 
Boreham, 

He had not been lopg at his father’s residence 
before Fiorence was made aware of the fact; 
and when they met, he being the “rat to name 
Edward, she thought he had wieely forgiven the 


wrong he considered his brother had done him, 


asshe made numerous Inquiries respecting her 
absent lover, - 

But unfortunately for Egbert, the more he 
was In the soclety of the beautiful girl, the 
stronger his love became for her, until in an 
evil moment he told her of \the conversation 
which had reached bis ears that day of the garden 
party, how he had noticed himself the admfra- 
tion and attention bestowed on Miss Hazlewood 
by his brother—so much so, that he had come 
to the conclusion that their engagement was 
broken cff; and as he marked the effect of his 
words on the jealous temperament of Florence, 
he fanned the flame already ignited, until but a 
few weeks elapsed before she was led to the altar 
by Egbert himself, her heart bleeding the while 
ior the man who even in his faithles:ness she 
alone loved, 

Thev.came year to her of wedded misery, 
which all the love, the efforts made by her hus- 
band to make her happy, could uot avert, until, 
when her babe was born, she prayed for death, 
Laura Heywood, the brother's cousin, was 
the only one who knew that her love for Edward 
bad never died ; and then came the story of her 
husband’s erime, his arrest, and conviction, fol- 
‘owed shortly after by the rumour of bis death, 
aod not tll then did the cloud of melancholy 
which ever reated on the brow of the young wife 
become lifted. 

She and Edward met once more, and she 
learnt for the first thme of the guilt cf the 
dead man which had separated them, and 
so she became the wife of her former 
over, 

Eight yeare had passed since then, and she 
never repented the step she had takev, and now 
she rebelled against the fate which had caused 








the man she had almost ceased to remember to 
arise between her and Ler happiness, 

Unconscious of the treachery which had been 
practised on himaclf, 1s was at Egbert’s own re- 
quesb that Edward had promised to watch over 
bis wife and child at the time of his condemna- 
tion, and not until the supposed death of his 
brother did Florence confeas to him the wrong 
that had been done, 

And now Mrs. Maraton sat gazing into the 
blazing coals, unconscious of all but her aad 
thoughts, wondering In her mind what the end 
would be, when 4 alight sound aroused her from 
her reverie, The door was gently opened, and 
pale and haggard, with dishevelled hair, bie eyes 
starting from their sockets, whilst his counte- 
nance was pale ae death, she turned to face the 
mau she most dreaded to see—Egbert himself | 


(Continued on page 256.) 








ALL AMONG THE HEATHER. 
CHAPTER XII. 
WHAT SHE WILL NEVER BE ABLE TO UNDO, 


For several succeeding days after the events 
just recorded, Hifie’s life av Maltby Grange paseod 
uneventfully enough ; the projected dianer and 
dance at the Baristones’ did not come off, and 
nothing unusual occurred, 

Mrs. Penfold shut herself up a good deal in her 
own room with her maid, who was In her way 
quite as peculiar as her mistress, 

She was an old woman, being close upon aixty, 
and there was something weird and witch-like in 
her dark, yellow face, 

Her features were eharp, regular, and clearly 
cut; her thin lips closed tightly over her small, 
yellow teeth ; while her pointed chin, her sharp 
nose, and her keen, piercing black eyes gave her 
the appesrance of one who knew much more than 
the majority of her sex; of one, indeed, who 
could see things ‘uaually hidden from the ken of 
ordinary mortals, 

At Maltby Grange none of the servants took a 
liking to Nan Perran, nor she to any of them. 
While at Trebartha, she was both shunned and 
feared ; the simple Cornish folk belleving, without 
heritation, that she had certaln dark dealings with 
the Evil One, 

She was a allent woman, rarely opening her l!ps 
unless directly addrevsed, and she and her mls- 
tress seemed to live together rather from the force 
of habit than from any mutual liking. 

To Eifie this woman was ap enolgma and, ft 
must be confessed, an object of eecret dread, 

She had been at first struck by the mauner in 
which Perran had stood staring at her instead of 
attending her anconsclous mistress; and now, 
whenever they wie!, the singular being seemed 
unable to remove her eyes from the beantifal 
face of the emtarrassed girl. 

Tt is nob pleasant to be regularly stared at by 
the same person without any apparent cause for 
the objectionable attention; and Elfie, after 
having at first been troubled by thls bebaviour, 
had st length felt some resentment at ft. 

She never esld a word to thie effect, but there 
was something in her glance, and in the way fn 
which she held her head when the woman’s eyes 
were fixed upon her, which soon revealed to Nan 
Perran the feelings with which the young lady 
regarded her. 

To Elfie’s Intense relief che was not persecuted 
by Clarence Maltby's attentions during these few 


She took very good care now not to give him 
an opportunity of speaking to heralone ; and he, 
from pradential reasons, did not venture to excite 
his mother’s anger by being more than just civil 
to the in her presence. 

Once, Indeed, our heroine bad seen him slip a 
letter between the leaves of » book ehe had been 
reading ; but as he found it unopened and In the 
same place the next morning, he quietly de- 
atroyed it himself probably thinking that ib 


would be undesirable for ft to fall into the 
hands of his mother, 

So the days slipped by, until the guests whora 
Mrs, Maltby had invited for varlous lengths of 
time, extending from a day to a fortnight, began 
to arrive, 

First of all came Charife Birch. 

To her had been given the longest invija‘lon, 
and most of the other guests were vaguely eup- 
posed to be coming to help to entertain her, 

She was not in very good eplrits, however, for 
the Barlatones had gone to Scotiand ; she would 
return to her own houce In Devonshire when she 
left Maltby Grange, and Mrs, Maltby would 
scarcely have felt flattered if she had known that 
Charlie only falfiiled her promise of coming here 
for Elfie’s sake, 

So she told herself, ab least; buco fb fe quite 
possible that the hope that she shouid meet Harry 
Kingawood, and should spend some time onder 
the same roof with him, was nob without {ts 
{nflaence in bringing her here. 

Not that she would have admitted this to her- 
aelf for a moment; but there are some feelings 
that will vot be stifled, and that will insfst upon 
asserting themselves, however much we muy try 
to close our eyes to thelr ex!stence, 

Perhaps this was the reason ihat Charlie 
found life at the Grange so very slow and tn- 
interesting until Harry Kingswood arrived, 
Certain it is that her spirits rose considerably 
from that time, 

Lionel Denlson’s friend was bright, cheerful, 
and handsome; to use his own expresefon, he 
“thought Charile Birch was very good fan,” 
and he rather enjoyed the privilege of carry- 
ing on a more or less serfous flirtation with 

her, : 

Bat he was not going to allow Mls Birch to 
monopolise him, 

She was a charming girl In her way, and ber 
attractions were in nowise diminished by her 
very handsome fortune; but though Kingswood 
was nob a wealthy may he had enough to live 
Upor, and there was an old uncle io the back- 
ground, rolling In wealth, and a martyr to the 
gout, who might take ft into his head when he 
departed this life to provide so well for Harry 
that a fortune with a wife would not be abso- 
lutely necessary, 

Sach was the condition of affairs when Harry 
Kingswood came to Maltby Grange on a visit for 
a week. 

He was not positively in love with Elfie, and 
he was still lesa so with Charlie Birch, and it ts 
quite possible that he might not have lost his 
heart to his friend’s ward if the gfrl herself bad 
not been so calmly iodifferent to him. 

There are some men who never valine what 
is won easily, or what may be had for the 
asking. 

Also, there are some men who seem to delight 
In breaking the tenth commandment, and who 
nob only covet thelr neighbours’ goods, bud try 
to get them also, 

It wae rather urgratefal of Kingswood to try 
to win for himself the prize for which Lionel 
Denison wae eesking, and he felt this more than 
once, though he easily solaced himself with the 
reflection that all fe fair in love and war, 

Ba this as it may, he never breathed a hint to 
his frlend about having, as he believed, dle- 
covered Eilfie’s whereabouts ; and when ho eald 
good-bye to him at the concluafon of his pro- 
tracted visit to the Hermitage he was hypocriti- 
cal enough to exprees & hope that the lost girl 
would soon be found. 

He felt rather small, however, in hie own eati- 


mation when he had done thir, and the sensation ~ 


of self hamililation was an unpleasant one, for he 
was one of those men who cared less for the 
opinion.of the world than for the approval of hfe 
own coneclence, 

The very outrage to his own esteem which be 
thus committed made his pursutp of Eifie a 
doubly dangerous pastime, and caused his 
behaviour to seem quite inconelatent to Charlie, 
who was the one interested watcher of the 


lay: 
¥ As for Elfie herself, she desired not the admi- 





ration of any man, 
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Sorrow had touched her young life with 
gloom at that critical moment when she was 


Standing with reluctant feet, 
Where the brock and river meet 
Womanhco! and childhood ficet. 


The fature for her had henceforth a mystery in 
ib, not untloged with tragedy. 

Therefore, the adulation of these two men who 
hovered about her was bu» like the buzzlog of 
unpleasant flies about her head; and thongh she 
tried to be patient with Kingswood, In considera- 
tion of his being Lionel Denison’s friend, she 
was now more giad thaa hitherto to retire to 
the study and try to write out in toler- 
able Eoglish some adventaree fn Ireland which 
Mrs, Maltby had once committed to paper. 

It was not interesting work, but {t waa better 
to be here than to take her place ameng the 
guests, maklog Charile Birch jealous by the way 
in which Kiagswood bent over her, and talked in 
low tones in her ear, or startling Mrs, Maltby 
into flashing her big, black eyes upon her, as 
some word or glance from Clarence warned the 
suspicious mother that there was danger abead. 

As lookers-on usually see most of the game, so 
Mrs, Penfold, when she did condescend to jola 
the rest of the company, amused hereelf, in her 
own grim way, by watching these four people when 
they wore most unconscious of her observation. 

Innocence and indifference were about the beat 
eafeguarde that a girl In our poor heroine's 
position could have; and the old lady, who had 
been @ beauty herself in her own day, and had 
known what temptation meant, could not but 
marve! at the calm dignity with which this young 
girl went through her daily tasks. 

To an outsider ft was wonderful how she 
helped to entertain the company with her fresh, 
eweet volce—was seemingly content to be one In 
any party of pleasure, or to be left out of 1b sand 
yet how ateadily she Ignored the infatuation and 
vhe jealousy ofeach other which K(pgewood and 
young Maltby daily found it more difficult to 
aide. 


Mrs, Maltby was, perhaps, a little more blind 
than usual at this time, by reason of the fact 
that she had managed to gather together a good 
many cather incongruous people under her roof, 

A tew evenings after bis arrival she took Kiogs- 
wood by the arm, and walking with him to the 
end of the long drawing-room, sald myste- 
riously,— 

“You see that fafr forid man with the spec- 
dacles on? That is Major Golf,” 

She spoke In such a singular manner, and there 
was something so very unromantic about the 
good-locking, middle-aged Gorman whom she 
ohus pointed out, that K{ogswood felt impelled 
to ask, jeatingly,— 

** And who fs Major Gulf?” 

“* You bave vever heard of Mejor Golf!’ asked 
the lady fo real or affected eurprise, ‘ His name 
4s known everywhere ; there fa not a throne In 
Europe that does not tremble at his name, It 
was he who planned the death of the Emperor 
of Rassla !”’ 

“Good heavens, madam! You don’s mean to 
say that you allow a miscreant like that to sit 
under your roof!” cried Kingswood, in genutoe 
dismay. ‘'Sarely you caunot know what you 
are doing '” . 

‘ Cest mon affaire/” retorted the lady, angrily, 

And she relicquished hla arm, spread out her 
hands, and made a mock obelsance ; then turned 
away, leaving him dumb, for the moment, with 
amazement, 

“By Jove! this fs about the oddest thing I 
ever heard of,” muttered the young man, as soon 
as he recovered the use of his tongue, “I suppose 
I have received my congé because £ have dared to 
express my disapproval of assassination. Well, 
Idou’c much care; they are a queer lot here, 
and l’m watched so jealously by Charlie, and by 
that coarse brute Maltby, that [ can’s get a word 
alone with Elfie. She won’ be here long, that’s 
quite clear, and I can precipitate matters at any 
vime by letting Denison know her where 
abouts.” 

Then he made his way to the slde of Miss 
Birch, sald a few words to her In a low tone, and, 














despite her fushed face and her evident proteste, 
he shook hands with her, and slowly and care- 
lesaly walked out of the room, 

In the hall, just as he was about to ascend the 
the stairs, he met Elfie, who wae leavivg the 
atudy, and his whole manner changed. 

He came eagerly to har side, aud sald, in quick, 
earnest tones,— 

“Tam going away, Miss Heath, Tam glad to 
be able to say good-bye to you, bub I hope we 
shall soon meet agalri.” 

He took her hand as he spoke, and held ft, 
while she looked at him fn surprise with widely 
opened eyes az she repeated, —- 

“* Going away ! I thought you were to stay till 
the end of the week t” 

“So did I! but I am dismissed. You will 
think of me sometimes, won’t you ’ and—may I 
write to you? Will you answer my letters if J 
do write?” 

“Oh no; I have neither time nor Inclination 
for correspondence on my own account,” ebe 
replied, tryfng to withdraw her hand. 

Bat he held Ic firmly—bent over and pressed 
it to his Ups; then, eeeing that he had made her 
angry, be released the hand and tried to murmur 
an apology, but she turned away without a word, 
and retreated to the study. 
quickly round to ascend the stafra, came face to 
face with Clarence Maltby. 

This young man had been sent to the guest 
by his mother to apologise for her hasty 
apeech, and to beg that he would not think of 
going away, for to’be inhospitable waa utterly 
foreign to the mature cf the mistress of this 
houee, 


And he, terring | 





| 


The gas was turntog low ; the fire, which wa, 
quite unnecessary at thie time of the year, had 
long since burned ont, but beeides himself, the 
room was deatitute of a living occupant. 

Thies room was one of a long sufte, and be. 
sides the dcor leading from the hall, which way 
opposite the windows, there were tw») other 
doors facing each other, one of which led ‘o 4 
emall brary, while the. other communicated 
with a Uttle drawlag-room, which again ied into 
a larger one, so that anyone could walk the 
whole length of that side of the hous: without 
coming {nto the hall or passages, - 

In this way Eifie-bad gone without his eeciag 
her, and when he reached the rocm {a which the 
gueste were sey mens he ona her seated at the 

iano, playing the accom: mt te a song for 
the flnid German whom Mrs, Maltby aad 
spoken cf as Mejor Golf. 

He seemed a very harmless conrpirator If one 
might judge by the outer man. 

He gang & good song, snd, despite his balk, he 
was a very desirable pariner for a valse. 

It he held extreme oplufons he was always 
careful not to ventilate them; but he was in. 
telligent, well Informed, and he spoke sensibly 
and moderately, like a man who had somes 
respect for the opinions of other people, 

‘Oh 1 he does all that to mysti’y you,” Mra. 
Maltby explaine? to one Incredulous guest, aod 
she did not convince her Metener that the Msj:ir 
was & dangerous character, when, the following 
day, she drove to a veryemall house In Fulham, 
where “ the disturber of the peace of Eurcps” 
lived wi'h his widowed elster, 

Bat we have nearly done with Mrs, Maltby’s 


The sight of Kingswood kissing E.fi’ band, | crotchets, 


however, was quite enongh to excite the son, and 
to drive all other thoughts from hia mind; and, 
losing control of his temper as he met his rival's 
face, he demanded, -—- 

“Waa it Miss Heaih’s 
klesed ?" 


Klngewood was no coward, quite the reverse ; 
and {n any pereonal encounter he would, he well 
kuew, be more than a match for the rather 
flabby young man who had been tied tco much 
to his mother’s spron strings to excel in soy 
athletic exercise, 

The prospect, also, of being able to ralleve 
his mind by s few disagreeable remarks was 
{rresletible, and he now looked at hie inter- 
locator cooly, and even icsolently, as he replied 
calmly,— 

“To was, sir, Have you sny cbj-ction to my 
kissing that lady's hand {”’ 

“ Objection ! I should think I have ; It’s like 
your impudence. She is my mother’s secretary, 
she is under our protection, you have no right to 
inault ber.” 

‘“*Pray don’t excite yourself, my good fellow. 
I am about the last man fa the world to fnsalt 
Miss Heath, and I don’s think, If she had a cholce 
fo the matter, she would select you as her 
champiop. Good night, give my compliments to 
Mos. Maltby, and tell her that to sorry I ever 
consented to become her guest.” 

Then he went up the stairs, leaving Clarence 
atanding in the hall, a prey to confilcting 
emotious. 

He had been angry with his mother when 
Charlle Birch told him what had happened, and 
Mrs, Maltby was so far penitent that she had 
sent him to detain the parting gaest. 

Bat after this exchange of incivilities between 
Kingewood and bimeelf, he felt It to be imposalble 
to ask the man to stay, while it was likewlee 
very certain, to his own mind, that no amount of 
eloquence. on his part would be able to heal the 
breach thua made, 

“Hang the fellow!’ he muttered, savagely ; 
“ he did not come at my invitation, and 'tian't I 
who've sent him away. Let him go, tke const 
will then be more clear for me, But she’s a 
horrid little flirt, and I'll tell her so, Lettlog 
him kiss her hand indeed, It’s more than I've 
ever been able to do, Bat I'll just have a talk 
with her, I’ve got my lady in a corner ab 
last!” 

So saying, he opened the door of the study 
very gently, and walked fn, 


hand that you 








They ars only ioteresting fa so far.as they in- 
fluance the dec:iny of cur heroine, and matters 
sre coming to a crisis on her behalf with alarm. 
ing rapidity, 

For the rest of that evening Clarence kep! as 
close to Eifie as theugh he had been her 
shadow. 

Talk to whom she would, sit where she would, 
go where she would, there he was cloes by her 
side, not always looking at her, not even as if he 
were keeping guard over her, but there he wasal! 
the same, 

Charlie Bi ch iikewlee was not quite herse'f 
vbis evening. 

Her eyes were brighter than usual. 

Tae colour of her cheeks was mors vivid thac 
it was won't to be, and there was an air of re- 
presved excitement about her which E'fie could 
not fail to observe. 

"J will come to your room before I go to bed ; 
walt up for me,” she whispered to our heroine, 
as the party was breaking up for the night, and 
Elfie promised to do eo. 

Bat she had to weit ap for another reason thsn 
th's 

Mre. Maltby, who was the moet urcertain cres- 
ture under the sun, took Elfie’s arm, made het 
come to her room with her, and kept her there 
for 8 long while, talking about those Irish 
adventures, while the lady’s-maid loosened her 
hafr aud disrobed ber. ; 

At length the girl was free, and she hurried 
along the corridor to the foot of a flight of atalre 
which led to the next floor, upon which was her 
room. 

The gas had been turned out, and the servants 
had retired to their own part of the bailétng, 
but Elfie knew the stairs well, and she was jut‘ 
about to ascend them when she was caught Io 
the strong arms of a man, who tried to cover 
ber mouth with bis hand, while he sald, fo & 
low whisper,— 

“To's my turn now!” 

E.fie recognised the voice, and the wild terror 
that came over her knew no contro’. ; 

With a strength that surprised Clarence, *4¢ 
etruggled in his grasp and uttered a loud, plerc- 
iog shriek, which had echoed through the whole 
house before he c -uld silence her, ae 

‘*Tt’s all up now,’ he muttered, as he hesro 
his mother’s door opened; “you've done to- 
night, wy girl, what you’)l never be able to 
undo,” 
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CHAPTER XIU 
DISMISSED, 


Eurrs fled to her own room, still ander the 
fafuence of that wild terror which had seized 
her when Clarence Maltby caught her io his 
ars. 

Ia this frame of mind she was mad enough to 
bave fung herself from the topmost window to 
the ground, or to have courted death fn any 
shape, however terrible, 90 that she might escape 
from the grasp of the man who inspired her 
with such agonising fear. 

Now, the moment she entered her room she 
closed the door, locked {t frantically, and then, 
panting and out of breath, she flung hersalf by 
the eide of the hed, trembling {n every limb like 
» hunted fawn. 

“ What is the matter?” asked a volce that 
wae familiar to ber, ‘' Why have you locked me 
iat” 

It was Charlie Birch who spoke, She had been 
waiting here, wondering how much longer Mrs. 
Maltby would keep Eifio, and as she felt too 
reatlesa and too impatient to read, the time had 
passed but slowly with her, 

The loud shrick that had reached her ears, 
followed immediately afterwards by E:fie’s sudden 
apprarance and agltated behaviour, told Charlie 
pretty plainly what had happened ; and she now 
tried to soothe the excited girl, begging her to 
be calm, and nob to rouse the whole house- 
hold, 

Bat this was just what E:fie had done, Fow 
of the guests had retired to rest, though they had 
gone to their rooms ; and now there was a sound 
of the opening of doors, and s general murmar 
of voles; but these soon subsided, and Charlle 
and E fie thought that the alarm was over, 
when the handle of the bedroora door was turned 
eharply, as though by one having authority, and 
the voice of the mistress of the house said 
peremptorily, — 

“Open the door-—sdmit me at once !” 

“TI will unlock it,” said Charlie, in alow tone, 
and zhe rose and did ao. 

Mrs. Maltby swept Into the room, wearing a 
long, cardinal-coloured dressing gown, and 
~_ her long blaek hair streaming down her 
DAC. 

Her eyes firet rested upon E.fie, who was sit- 
tlog upon a couch looking at her. 

Bat the poor girl’s face waa very pale with 
agitatlon, and her dark eyes appeared iarger 
than usual; while the quivering of her sweet 
lips showed that she was still greatly on- 
nerved, 

Without taking any notice of Charlie, whom 
she pretended not to see, thongh it was she who 
clored the door behind her, the mistress of the 
house advanced to the middle of the room; and 
extending ber hands—palms outward, in a 
manner peculiar to herself, and as though she 
were demanding something—she asked in what 
she intended to be # crushing tone,— 

‘And pray, Miss Heatb, what do you mean 
by rousing my household, disturbing my guests, 
- — such a dicgraceful scandal uader my 
roof 9” . 

E fie wasso amazed at this attack that she eat 
speechless, her eyes widely opened, and her lips 
slightly parted, gazing in dismay at the etrange 
anety woman before her, 

From such an attack as this she could not 
defend herself, 

Homeless and friendleas, her mafdenly modesty 
outraged ; Ineulted, and reviled because she had 
dared to utter & protest against her cowardly 
sssallant, the poor girl felt as though her very 
Seart would break, and as though death were her 
= refuge from the scorn thus poured upon 


_ Yor a few seconds there was allance. Charlfe 
Birch wished Eifie to defend herself ; but secing 
‘hat ahe coald not do eo, and jadging rightly 
hat if lett alone only further Insult and con- 
‘umely would be showered upon her, she coolly 
walked to the side of the ill-used girl; and 
having herself no fear of Mrs, Maltby, she looked 
calmly at that lady, and said qnietly,— 


to be made the sport of a libertine, even under 
your roof,” 

* Toank you, Miss Birch. I am demanding an 
explanation from my secretary—not from you !” 
retorted Mra, Maltby, irigidiy. 

If only thie scene had taken place in Charlie's 
room Instead of E-fie’s, Mra, Maltby would have 
ordered the latter to retire to her own chamber ; 
butehe could not very easily order her guest to 
leave the room, and that guest showed no inten- 
tion of doing a0, 

Elfie had gsined courage by Charife’s champfon- 
ehip ; but she might not have tried to defend 
herself if she had not found her friend snubbed ; | 
the feeling, however, that she could not allow 

another to euifer In her stead nerved her to eay, 

simply and timidly — 

* As I left your room, Mrs, Maltby, and jastas 

T got to the foot of this staircase, your eon cangho 

me in bis arms and tried to kise me, I was so 

frightened that I shricked as loud as I could for 

help, and he let me go. Bab—but I can’s bear 

it —- longer, he makes my life a burden to 

me ” 

“A burden to you!” repeated Mre. Maltby, 

with infinite scorn ; ‘a burden to you, when you 

have used every art of which you are mistress to 

entangle him into a shameful marrisge—he 

roskes life a burden to yon !”’ 

“Tentavgie him! 1 want to marry him!” 
repeated Eifie, in utter am: zement. 

“Yer, you!” hissed ont the fofariated 
raother, 

First an expression of intense relief, then » 
smile came over our heroine's face, clearing away 
the clouds of perplexity and trouble that had 
nase over It, and In a quiet but earnest sone she 
said, — 

“You may belleve me or not, madam, but 
there le no form of death so painful that I would 
not rather soffer than become your eon’s w'fe.”’ 

“Bah!” cried the elder woman, furiously. 
* You eay thet to throw dust in my eyea,’’ 

“Tay it becauce it is true,” was the passton- 
less answer, : 

“ And I qafite sympathise fn the sentiment,’ 
here interpused Charlle Birch incisively, -" I can- 
not understand that a greater misfortune could 
befall any woman than to become Clarence 
Maltby’s wife.” 

* Do you forget that Iam his mother?” ée- 
manded that lady indignantly. 

** No, I don’t forget it, but you have my ein- 
cere sympatby under the circumstances,” replied 
Carlie, 

Aod, as she looked at Mra. Maltby not a 
muscle of her face moved; she might have 
meant every word that she sald, literally; and 
it was not uolikely that she did so, 

Her hostess fixed her big rolling eyes on the 
heiress for a second or two, then she breathed a 
deep sigh, and addressing her secretary she said 
coldly and formally,— 

*' You will leave my service to-morrow morn- 
irg, Miss Heath, dod you will not come to my 
table sgaio, Your breakfast will be brought 
here when you ring for {t, and if you come to my 
stady at ten o'clock I will pay whatever is due to 

on ? ” 

. Then she turned on her heel, as though she 
had stood on a pivot, and swept out of the room, 
leaving the door wide open, and taking no notice 
whatever of the daring girl who had expressed 
pity for her, 

Eife sat helpless, with clasped bands and 
bowed head, 

She would be only too glad to get away from 
Maltby Grange, bat whither should she go ? 

Tsolt Greatrex was abroad, and though she now 
longed, beyond the power of words to expres, to 
retura to the Hermitage, she at the same time 
felt that such a atep om her part would be {m- 

bl} 


sible, 

Pt her feelings now had only been what the 
were when Edith Grey surprised her wit 
Lionel’s letter In her hand, then she might have 

back, if only to have asked if she had done 
wisely or nob In coming away ; and whatever the 
answer had beer, she might have accepted such 
help, as advice with regard to her future, and a 
hind word to friends would have been to her. 





“I presume, madam, that Miss Heath objected 


She had stood where the brook and river met = 
she had salled apon the wider and the deeper 
atream ; and Icve, with all ite wonderful pos- 
sibilities, ite bright eunshine and ite dark 
shadowr, had taken possession of her soul 

Tt was nob the love of a child for a father, ox 
of a slater for a brother 

Even she, with all her ignorance of the world, 
with all her tonccent slaspiicity, felt that her love 
wae not a feeling to be openly avowed, but one 
to be hidden deep in her heart, the very eecret 
of Its ex'stence to be guarded, if need be, with 
her life. 

So here she eat, crashed and sflent, wishivg, 
with the rash Impatience of youth, that her life, 
with all its miserler, was at an end, 

She was startled from this condition of 
depression by hearlug Charlle Birch langbing 
heartily, as though something very com'« had 
taken place, 

“What a fire plece of acting!’ remarked 
Charlle, In answer to Erfie’s look of reproach. 
‘it’s a pity she bad such an unappreciative 
audience, Judging from the scene we have jase 
witnessed, you would Imagine that all that 
anger and indignation was real, wouldn’t yon } 
‘Of course I should,” replied Eilfie, with » 
glance of surprise ; ‘It seemod very real to me.” 

‘* Of conrse, there was the talent displayed In 
it. If you had thought that the eame scene 
with variations had been reheareed half-a-dczen 
timea at least for the benefit of half-s-dozen 
successive unfortunate secretaries, you would nob 
take the matter so very much to heart, my dear, 
nelther would you trouble yourself to remember 
Mrs. Maltby’s sharp words.” 

“No, I suppose not,” replied Eifie, slightly 
brightening as she spoke, “I remember now 
that all of the secretaries who have been here 
that I have beard mentioned were raid to be 
anxious for Mr, Maltby to marry them.” 

“Of course, dear ; that ls a very cuphemiatic 
way of putting {t. The saihe will be sald of you, 
no doubt,”’ 

“Oh, IThope not. The very thought ts in- 
tolerable!” exclaimed our poor heroine, guickiy. 

“My dear, what does it matter!” returned 
Charlle, carelessly, though with much conbempo 
in her volee. ‘No ono will belleve it, any more 
than they belfeve nine-texths of the rest of the 
rubbish that Mrs, Maltby talke. But enough of 
this. We have the future to think of, rathe: 
than the paet or the present.” 

* Yen,” assented Eifie, 

Bat here she paused, because ihe future to her 
was like an unopened book, the very clarp of 
which ahe knew not how to undo. 

“You leave here to-morrow remarked 
Charlie; "Sao do J; we shall go at the same 
time.” 

“Bat why are you leaving” asked Hite, 
"| bopa I have not shortened your stay }” 

“On, dear, no; I came here to-night to te)! 
you that I was going away, and I was waltlog to 
do so when this little episode occurred, 1» is 
fraposalble for me to remain longer as the guess 
of a lady who literally turns cut of her house a 
gentleman whom I Introduced to her.” 

‘*Of whom are you speaking?” asked Eifie, 
not understanding her. 

"Of Mr. Klogswood, Didn’b you hear of iti” 

"Wo, I knew that he wae going away,” re 
plied Eifie, blushing, and feeling vexed at dobog 
so, “Hemet me in the hail sel was leaving 
the study, and be sald good-bye ; bnt I did nox 
understand why he went away so hurriedly, 
though I belleve he did say something abous 
aseaestnation.” 

"Oh, you met him, did you?” 

And Charlie’s voice changed ta spite of her- 
self, ‘ 

Bat she conquered her translent jealoney, aud 
bravely resolved that, even if {t were well fonnded, 
ip should not make her be one whit the less a 
true friend to Wifie. 

“ Yes,” was the answer; "J saw him for » 
second or two, bab Mr, Maltby jolned us, and } 
left the two gentlemen, and went to the drawing- 
room.” 

“ Ah, then, you don’t know what bappened } 


” 





But this could not be now, 


Then Charlie described the conversation com- 
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cerning Major Golf, and added that she her- 
self spoke to Mre. Maltby abous Mr. Kingswood. 

‘She eald she dida’t mean to drive him away,” 
continued Caarlie; “but she did it all the 
same, and I shall leave thia house early in the 
morning. I would have gone to-night, only isis 
60 late,’ 

E fis made no anewer, 

Mrs, Penfold’s offer of taking her asa com- 
paulon flashed through her mind, and though 
she ehrank with. unaccountable repuguance 
from accepting {b, she scarcely knew what elee to 
oo, 
“If you have no other engagement you had 
batter come with me,” remarked Charlie, kindly. 
“T have a very nice hou:e of my own in Devon- 
ahire, where I shall go when 1 leave here, and J 
shall bs very glad, indeed, of your society. J 
have a female dragon, who lives with me for the 
eake of appearances, but she fs awfully dull, and 
her convereation cousista of little more than the 
county hietory from early morn to dewy eve, 
You wiil live a very quiet life with me, but I don’t 
think you will be uncomfortable, and we shall 
get ® few dances batween this and Caristmas,” 

“Oh, you are most kind!" responded Eife, 
while tears of gratitude sprang to her eyes, 
“' Tf you will let me stay a little while with you 
i shall be very thankful; but I will not bea 
burden to you long, and I cannot afford to epend 
an Idle life,” 

“Barden! Nonsense, my dear! You won’t 
bs any burden ; you will be a great comfort to 
mes, My she-dragon getaa hundred s-year, and 
you will get fifty-if you will accept it, for 
amusing me; that wili buy you glover and 
boots, And vow I really must goto bed. Ie 
it settled? Will you go home with me to- 
morrow 1" 

*' i shall be only too thankful to do so,” was 
the gratefal reply. 

“Tasn good-night.” 

So saying, Chariiv kissed her, and went off to 
her own room, leaving poor Eifie a prey to so 
many conflicting emotions that she was only too 
giad to put her head on her pillow, and leave 
her packing, with all other things of the morrow 
to take care of themselves, 

Sorangely enough, too, sfter all the agitation 
and excitement of the day, she slept peacefully 
enough, and when she awoke in the morning ber 
firat thought was that of wonder as to what good 
fortune had befallen her. 

She was not long in realising that lt wae the 
delight of feeliog that she was going away from 
Maltby Grange that bad such a wonderful effect 
upon her epirits, 

Before she had fialahed packing up all her 
belongings, Charlie came icto her room, and 
greeting her with s bright smile, said,— 

“T am golpg down to breskfasth, and I 
probably shall nod see you till we are ready to 
go, but I shall wait for you, and we will drive to 
Paddington and ged luacheon there before wo 
start for Devonshire. I have written out a 
telegram to tell them to send the carriage’ to the 
station to meet as,’’ 

“Taank you, that will be delightful!” re- 
sponded E!fie, 

Taen she observed in a mors nervous tone,— 

“Tam rather dreading my meetlog with Mrs, 
Maltby in the study at ten o'clock.” 

‘* You meed not, you have done no wrong!” 
asserted Oharile, promptly; ‘‘and I mean to 
let the people hers know beforeI go away. I 
mean to announce at the bresk/ast-table that 
you are going with me, By-the-way, have 
you rang for breakfast as you were desired to 
ao ; ” 

‘* No, thank you; I don’t want any,” waa the 
ilmid reply, 

‘*What nonsense!” exclaimed Miss Birch, 
promptly, 

Then she walked to the bell-rope, pulled it 
sharply, sud when a aervant appeared, zhe told 
the woman to bring Miss Heath's breakfast as 
soon a8 possible, and to let is be a good one, as 
they were going on a long journey together. 

* Aud mind you eat your breakfast,” continued 
the heires: when the eervant had gone; “The 
idea of you thinking of fasting; of course you 
would have wept when you gob to the study from 





nervous exhaustion, and Mrs, Maltby and her 
cub would have triumphed over you. There 
goes the gong 1” 

Then Miss Birch went down to breakfast, bub 
Eitie’s morning experlences had only just begun. 

Breakfast came avd she tried to eat, thongh 
not with much success, and she was rising from 
table when her door opened without ceremony, 
and Mrs. Penfold walked inas though i) had been 
oue of the ordinary sittlog-roome. 

Eifia was surprieed and perhaps a Ifitie 
amazed, but she remembered her dependent 
position, and now she was going away she ex- 
perienced a feeling of kindliness to the old lady 
who had behaved so oddly to her, so she said 
‘* Good-morning,” offerred her a chair, and then 
walted to hear why she had come. 

“Ts it true that you are golng away, Miss 
Heath!” asked Mrs. Penfold, fizlog the girl 
with her sharp, steely eyes. 

Yea,” was the quiet reply ; ‘‘ lam golug away 
this morning.” 

"“Téyou would like to stay I will make things 
straight for you,” was the next astonishing 
remark, ‘'Ciarence shall go away for a week or 
two, and his mother shall send for you to write 
her letters as uewa).’’ 

Eifie was surprised, though she knew enough 
of this strange household to believe that It was 
quite poesible for her visitor to do al! thie. 

The chance of freedom, however, waa too 
alluring to be relinquished, and she replied, 
quietly, — 

“Thank you, Lam very glad to go. It would 
be impossible for me to stay here after what Mrs. 
Maltby sald to me last night.” 

"Very well, then, you must come with me 
I'll take you to Trebarths, and 1’ show you 
something that will astonish you. By-the-way, 
what fs that white mark on the aide of your 
neck }” 

And she held the girl firmly while shs examined 
a white scar just behind the loft ear. 

‘*T don’t know. I suppose [ must always have 
had it,” replied Eifie, surprised, and a little 
slarmed at the old lady’s strong grasp, 

“Ab! if that had been the eighth of an inch 
deeper you wouldn't have troubled Clarence 
Maltby,or me either,” sald Mra. Penfold, absently, 
as she turned to leave the room, 

“T cannot go to Trebartha with you,’ 
E'fie, firmly. 

But Mrs. Penfold seemed not to hear her, and 
though the girl repeated the assertion, her 
words appeared to fall upon deaf cars. 


’ 


evld 


CHAPTER XIV. 
CLARENCE GOES TOO FAR. 


‘* Tusre Is the amount due to ycu, Miss Heath, 
{ncluding payment for a month In advance 
Instead a month's notice.” 

And as Mrs, Maltby sald tbls she pofnted toa 
small pile of gold which stood upon the table, 

‘Thank you,” eaid Elfie, humbly, as she took 
the coins ia her hand, 

She would have liked to decline the month's 
psyment instead of notice to quit. But she 
dared not, 

For the moment it seemed as though the 
clouds that hung over her chequered Ife had 
broken, leaving a glimpse of s brighter day 
beyond; but she knew qalte well that, however 
fond she might be of Mies Birch, or Charlie of 
herself, that she waz only exchanging the caprice 
of one mistress for that of another. 

Charlie’s caprices would take a much mors 
amlable form than Mrs, Maltby’s she did not 
doubt, but the relationship would still be the 
samé, and it might happen at any hour that 
she would again be thrown upon her own re- 
sources, 

So she pocketed the mousy that, after all, was 
only her rightfal due, and wat moving towards 
the door, Intending merely to eay “ Good morn- 
iog,’’ when Mrs, Maltby, who had expected some 
protes) or some plea for kindiiness, now said, 
coldly, — 

“You need not trouble any lady to write to me 
fora recommendation, Miss Heath, becauee, under 





the circumstances, I shculd not feel justified a 


giving one.” 


Bateven this did nob tempt the iil-used gir} 
to retort. : 

She simply bowed her head and went ovt of 
the room, leavivg Mrs, Maltby mistress of the 
situation, but not feeling by any means 
victorious, , 

For a few seconds the strange, dark-eyed 
woman paced the long, narrow room thongh. 
fully, her head bent forward as though ehe were 
studying the pattern of the carpet, though in 
potnt of fact she did not see a Hne of fb, 

She was more sorry to part with E:fie than she 
cared to admit. 

There had been something tnexpreesibly win. 
ning about the beautiful, golden-haired girl who 
va come Into the houye like a gleam of sun- 
shine, 

In her way she had been very useful, Shs 
had never murmured, no matter how much 
work had been given her to get through ; sh« 
had been cheerful and obliging, and though she 
waz very young, her manners were so faultlez:, 
and there was such an alr of good breeding about 
her, that when guests had been here she had been 
& great acquisition to the hostess in entertaining 
them. 

And now she was going |—driven away as so 
many others who had held the same post hid 
been driven away before her ; and Mrs. Maltby 
as che looked at the unfinished manuscript of her 
Icish adventures, and glanced at the pile of un. 
opened letters which had come by the mornlog 
post, fels it {2 her heart to be farfously angry 
with ber son for having deprived her of so usefu! 
& secretary. 

“It’s too bad of Clarence,” she exclaimed, as 
she began to realise what she had lost, “ much 
too bad of him, and I won't stand it any longer! 
He shall go away, he may adopt s profession, or 
he may marry. I don’c care what he does. | 
can’t and I won’t put up with this kind of thing! 
My life fs made a burden to me by his conduct : 
and, now ! think of it, I don’t consider that | 
have behaved quite fairly to Miss Heath ic 
putting all the blame upon her. I almost 
wish——”’ 

What ashe almost wished was oot expressed, for 
at that moment the study door opened, and Mise 
Birch, sttired as for a journey, walked in, button- 
{ng up her long gloves as she came. Mre, Maltby 
had not appeared at the breakfast-table, so Charifo 
had come to her. 

** Good-bye, Mrs. Maltby,” anid the young lady 
coming slowly forward, completing the bubton- 
ing process as she apoke. “I’m going home; 
nice day for a journey, fen’t it?” 

. “Going home!” repsated the lady of the 
house, contracting her brows as she apoke. '/ 
thought you were going to stay a fortnight! ”’ 

" Oh, yes, 20 did I,” returned Charils, with a 
yawn, “ but I likewise thought I was going to be 
jolly, and I haven't been, Besides, you might 
get tlred of me and turn me out of the house as 
you have done Mr. Kingswood and Miss Heath, 
and I'm afrald I shouldn’s like {t, 80 good-bye.’ 

"This fs not Hke you, Charlle—tt {en's fair,” 
protested Mrs, Maltby, passionately; ' you know 
that I did aot turn Mr, Kingswood ont of the 
house—I never meant to tarn Mr, Kingswood 
out of the house, I never. meant him to go; 
I sent Clarence after him to apologise for me.” 

‘‘Which he did not do,” retorted Charlie, 
curtly, 

* And as for Miss Heath,” continued the hos- 
teas, not heeding the interruption, “she fs not 
guest, but a servant-—a person whom I employ ; 
and she——” 

“Don’t say anything against Miss Heath, I 
you please,” here interrupted Charlie, stersly. 
**T know all the circumstances, and I consider 
her conduct to be above reproach, in proof of 
which I am taking her as my friend to live with 
me,” 

* Have you considered that in so doling you 
condemn my son?” esked Mrs. Maltby, steadily. 

Charlle shrugged her ehoulders ; then, looking 
at the Infatuated mother with an inguiring 
glance, she asked, — 

" And what ff I dot” ; 

| hoped that you and Clarence anders‘oo? 
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each other, and that you would judge him 
bindly,” was the alguificaut answer, 

Caarlie laughed heartily, though the colour 
deepened on her cheek as she said, —- 

“My dear Mre, Maltby, you never made a 
grea r mistake in your Ife, and I think I gsve 
you to understand ag much last night, Good- 
bye, or we shall Jose our train.” 

Toen they went through tbe formality of a 
hurried leave-taklog, aud Chatlie returned to the 
Hall, where Elfe was walting for her, 

Our poor little heroine stood by the loggage, 
conscious that the servants were looking at her, 
aud feeling that they were regarding ber with 
pity, if not with ecorn. ' 

te would have been surprised, therefore, if 
che had heard ‘the verdieb {9 the servants’ ball 
upon ber condacd, which was,— 

‘Good thing for her that she's golog. She’s 
too good for this place,” 

But Charlfe came at last, The loggege was 
got on to the fly, and the.two girla drove away, 
both of them feeling more light-hearted than 
they had done for many days. 

Once or twice, while leaving that honse which 
she never wiehed to ses again, Eifie thought of 
Mrs, Penfold, and wondered what she would say 
when che found she was gone. 

Bat the reflection likewise came that she had 
‘twice told the old lady that she could nob go 
with ber, and {6 was net her fault if she would 
not take ‘‘no” for an answer. ~ 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Maltby had aunk down upon 
her usual seat between the fire and that thickly- 
Uttered round table, which E!fie had never been 
perciltted to clear of the dcz2ns of anseleas 
tbings strewed upon it, 

She was very much deprezed, and noi a little 
bewildered at the unplessant novelty of the 
eltuation, and she now turned and twisted and 
dropped and picked up again the half-hoop ring 
of large diamonds, which it was her custom to 
play with rather than to wear, 

"It's very Hite she mused, gloomily— 
‘very provoking, indeed; and I don’t quite 
know what to do, I think I must send for 
Colonel St. Vincent and ask his advics—only I 
know pretty well what his advica will be, and I 
don’t feel quite equsl to making up my mind 
either way.” 

Tae prospect of a second husband was nob 
particularly alluring to Mra. Maloby, but she had 
the feeling, common to many woman, that she 
must have a member of the stronger sex be- 
longlog to her, 

While ber son was docile and pasexbly amlable 
‘she needed no one else, jast as, while her bus- 
band ved and seemed rather like a useless 
upper-servant than the master of the bousa, she 
was quite satlefiad. 

Now, however, {f she quarrelled with Clarence 
she must have some man to take bia place at 
table, and to be the nominal master of the 
house; but she knew well enough that some 
men are much more difficult to manage than 
others, and she was not quite so sure about the 
tractability of Colonel 8: Vincent as she would 
have liked to be, 

She was still undecided when the door again 
opsned, and Mrs, Penfold appeared, 

Someth!ng in the face of her kinswoman slightly 
atartled Mra, Maltby, bat ehe repressed her 
fnclioation to ask questions, and ouly remarked, 
catually, — 

- You are going for a drive, I see!” 

* Yes, I'm going for a lovg drive—a very long 
drive!" was the facetious answer, “Iam going 
to drive te Trebartha, but f shall ase steam horses 
part of the way.” 


“Golng to Trebartha!” echoed Mrs. Maltby, 


‘n genuine surprise, * What fa the measing of | Kirby, 20 have everything arranged for me; | 


chis? I thought you didn’t 
there till tha winter! ” mean to return 


“T thought I meant to return when I felt | declslon, and after a very brief leavetaking, ahe 
‘taposed to do so,” was the suapplah anawer, | stepped Into the hired 


“V'co my own mistress, I 


fist if ever he hopes to be maater of Tre- 


bartha he'll follow me soon—be on hie beat | similar vow. 


carriag 
suppose, and ]’m | mentally resolving that this should be her very 
xolng now, and you can tell your precious son | !ast visit to Maltby Grange, 


prodigai—is’s the only character that will sult | 
him,” 

“The prodigal!” repeated the anxfoue | 
mother, avgrily. ‘' He has not been gatting 
into debt again, bas he? Hes has nob been 
onary egain, surely! If he has been J'il— 
You'll marry Colonel Si, Vincent,” auggested 
Mrs, Penfold, filling the pause-—‘‘ though you'll 
do that io case, my dear, There's no fool 
like an old when there’s a man or 8 woman 
In the way. But don’t forget to give my mes- 
sage to your son.’ 

“ You hava not anawered my question,” per- 
ciated Mra. Maltby. “' Has Clarence beea getting 
into debt! * } 

"T don’t know, neither do I care,’ was the 
anewer. “If you give my message he'll know 
what I-meap, Good-bye.” 

And without evenoffering her hand, Mra, Pen- 
fold turned to depart, ; 

Mrs. Maitby could not ict her go like this, 
however, and she followed her Into the hall, in- 
tending to take leave of her there, and to witness 
her departure. 

Bat here there was some auaccountable delay. 
Perran, Mrs. Penfold's servant, came downstairs, 
and spproachivg her mistress sald something to 
her in a low tone. Then there was a question 
addressed to one of the servants, followed after 
hia answer by Mrs, Penfold exclaiming, —~ 
*Gonel Miss Heath gone!’ 

**Ts ft Miss Heath for whom you are walt- 
fog?” asked Mra, Maltby, with a provoklog 
smile, 

“ OF course itis. Where Isshe? Iam going 
to take her-wlth me to Trebarths,” was the half- 
defiant reply. 

“ What @ pity she didn’) know your Inten- 
tion,” remarked the mistress of the house, with 
quiet satire; “for, of course, she would have 
been delighted, but now she has gone with Misa 
Birch to Devonshire.” 

“Gone to Devonshire!’ ejaculated the old 
lady in blank dismay ; ‘are you eure of what you 
tell me!” 

"Oertalnly not. I am only sure that Miss 
Birch told me she was golug to take her home 
with her; my interest in that young person is 
at an end,” 

"Don’t be too sure of that,” remarked Mra. 
Penfold, In a tone which sounded like a threat ; 
*Syou have not. beard the last of that young 
lady, not the laab by a great deal, my dear, . Give 
me the address of Mise Birch.” 

"T can't give !t to you. It is somewhere near 
Tiverton ; that is alli can tell you," and Mrs, 
Maltby yawned as she epoke, 

Bat she did not try to molilfy her objectionable 
klasweman, and she was thankfal beyond expres- 
sion to think she. was really golog away. 

A word at this jancture would detain hor, she 
felt sure, but she took good care not to say shat 
word, 

She was getilog {Impatient of the petty 
worrles, that like a number of small thorns 
plerced her skin, and annoyed her without doing 
any serfous harm, and Mrs, Penfold’s presence in 
the house was the mosb irritating of all, 

Bo she atood, playing with her diamond ring, 
with that far-away look In her eyee which might 
mean so much or so ilttle, while Mrs, Penfold 
atood irresolate, reluctant to go, now her object 
fn going had vanished, yet not quite knowing at 
the moment how to say she would stay. 

Mrs, Maltby, however, decided that her guest 
had gone too far to retreat, and turning to 
the housekeeper who was standing by, she 


"T shall go to Hastiogs myself to-morrow, 


want a change. 
Thie observation ended Mrs, Penfold’s In- 


e awaiting her, 


Perhaps the mistress of the house registered a 





Sebaviour, aud play the part of the repentant 


tog fn her study, eke determinei to make @ 
comp'ete and entire change In her life. 

Whether the change would be animproyeront 
bad yet to be ascertained, but the pleas Mf ,f 
making a change {s always great, provided a. -{s 
done from choice, and not from necessity- 

A few houra later, that same day, Clarence 
Maltby came back to his mother’s house, looking 
not unlike a whipped cur; and he learnt from o 
servant, whom he questioned, that al! the visitors 
had gone away, and that Colonel So. Vincent was 
with his mother, 

“Has he been here long?” he assed, with @ 
scowl. 

** About two hours, sir,” waa the reply. 

He muuttered something under bila breath, then 
observed, awkwardly,— 

“Did you aay that Mrs, Penfold was gone!” 

" Yor, air,” 

** And who else?” 

*¢ Everyone, slr,” 

Thie was nop the answer be wanted, but he 
would not ask if Mise Heath had departed, 
vhough he felt pretty awe that she had been in- 
claded {n the * everyone,” 

In no amiable mood he sought his mother. 
He bad been a little ashamed of bimseif in the 
early morning, and had gone off to town before 
breakfaet ; but, on reflection, he decided thas ft 
was of no use running away—hbe must brave iv 
out sooner or later, and the sooner the better. 
Having come fo this practical conclusion he 
had returned, and now he gloomily resolved that 
he wonld pat ab end to Colonel Ss. Vincent 
“ gneaking ” about the houee, 

He forgot for the moment that he was not 
master here. 

From his cradle he had been zpollt, and bis 
mother, except on rare occasions, had yielded to 
hia whims, as It is the habit of mothers to yield 
to an only son, 

So now he stuck his hands Into his pockets fo 
an aggressive manner, and sauntered Into the 
room where Colonel S:, Vincent and his mother 
were seated on a couch elde by side. 

Tae couple were startled, and Mrs. Maltby 
moved an Inch or two from her companion’s side, 
but the Colonel held his ground. 

He had won the game, and could now afford to 
quietly snub the young man whom he had always 
despised, so he merely nodded hia head and said, 
careleasly,—- 

“ Ab! how d’ye do?” 

"T need nob ask how you are,” retorted the 
young man, inaolently ! "you're looking deucediy 
comfortable there.” 

“Tam very comfortable, thank you,” was the 
unro filed response, 

Then, turning to the lady, the Colonel eald, Iu 
a slightly subdued tone,— 

‘' J may as well tell him, my dear; he {a your 
son, and bas a right to hear of the happiness you 
have conferred upon me,” 

The lady bowed and drooped her eyelids. 

She still played with that diamond ring ; and 
her manner was 80 exasperating to her son that 
he could scarcely overcome the {mpulse to snatch 
the jewel from her hand and fllog {t through the 
window. . 

He did not yleld to this temptation, however, 
but his rage agains the Colonel seemed to gather 
in intensicy from this self-reatraint, and he pos!- 
tively glared at the soldier as the latter rose 
from bis seat on the couch and, taking @ step or 
two towards him, sald, 

"€My dear boy, your mother has rewarded my 
devotion by promising to become my wife ; and 
I hope that you will henceforth consider me your 
truest friend.” 

Clarence expected something of this kind 
from the moment that Colonel St. Vincent began 
to speak, but now rage choked his own utterence. 

For a second or two he could nob articulate 
en {utelligible word. 

But when he dld regain the use of his tongue, 
he poured forth euch a torreut of low, vulgar, 
profane abuae, thst his mother stared at him In 
astonishiaend, while the sneer and expresalon of 
Gisgusth upon the Colunei’s face was far more 








Certain it {3, that as she afterwarda sat brood- 


eloquent than words. 
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““] HAVE HEARD IT BEFORE. 


At length he began to threaten, and even to 
show signa of fight; for, though he was coward 
at beart, he waa & young man, whereas Colonel 
S*. Vincent was old, and fn any pereonal en- 
counter the probability was that youth and 
physical strength must gain an advantage. 

Although he was both abused and threatened, 
Colonel St. Vincent did not lose his temper, 
neither did he show any sign of fear. 

Had he been alone with this young brute he 
wou'd soon have made short work with him, 
for he knew that the raffian was an arrand 
coward, 

Dat he wished to put him entirely in the 
wrong, to give him plenty of rope chaniath to 
hang olmself, and to make even the fond, foolieh 
mother take the side of the man who could thus 
suffer unmerited insult for her sake, 

If Clarence Maltby had possessed one atom of 
common sense, if he had entertained the least 
consideration for hia mother, or respect for him- 
sei, he would not have simed a blow at his 
fovare B pers a blow which the latter 

to evade, and which, with wonderful 
prey he did not attempt to return. 

The climax, however, had been reached, and 
Mrs, Maltby sprang to her feet, her small, silght 
figare dilated, her big black eyes blazing, her 
face aglow with imperious scorn, 

“Scop!” she commanded, In a tone which 
Clarence had never yet in all his life once dared 
to disobey, ‘‘Stopi I am mistress here. Leave 
my house, and dare not to come back again until 
you have apologised for ibis outrage to Colonel 
Sa Vincent snd to me.’ 

She looked splendidly handsome as she stood 
there, like » queen compelling obedience from 
her most unrnly tudject, and the Colonel was 
proud of her, 

As for her son, he looked at her sullenly for a 
few seconde, then, knowing from much experience 
that resistance was useless, he turned to go. 

Bat when he reached the door he looked 
— with an evil exprees'on on his face, and 
eaid,-— 


I KNOW WHAT IT MEANS, 





" You two are not married yet, and, if I can 
help it, you never will be.” 
Foolish young man ! 


Bat for that vague threat his mother would 
have been prudent, and would have had the 
most exacting settlements signed before she went 
to charch; but with this hanging over them, 
Colonel St. Vincent had little difficulty in per- 
suading her to marry him forthwith, and three 
days aiserwarde the wedded were on their 
way to the Continent to spend thelr honey- 
moon, 

As for Clarence, he bad driven Elfe from hie 
mother’s houee by his conduct towards her ; 
now he was an outcast from it himself, uncertain 
whither to go, or what to do. 

“I'll go down to old Pen at Trebartha,” he 
thought, gloomily, when he heard of his mother’s 
marrisge ; “‘ there’s nothing else for me to do. 
She’ll help me if she can.” 

He came to this resolution as ho was walking 
away from the hotel, whither he had betaken 
himeelf on being turned out of the Grange, and 
he was now rather startled by a lady standing In 
his path and asking,-— 

“Pardon me, but am I speaking to Mr, Maltby, 
of Maltby Grange ’” 

‘'My vame is Maltby,” he replied, in a tone 
of annoyance, at being accosted by a stranger, 
particularly as the questioner was nob young, 
and her beaaty wes a thing of the past, 

‘I thonght so. There wae a girl whom your 
mother engaged as a secretary ; a girl with dark 
eyes and light hair, Can you tell me what has 
bacome of her }” 

“You mean Miss Heath, I suppose?” he said, 
curtly. 

“Oh, is that the name she goes under |” asked 
Edith Grey, with a sneer, 

“Goes under? What! Isn't it her real 
name!” asked the young wan, with suddenly 
awakened Interest, 

“She bas no name,” was the disdainfal 
reply, 


IT IS THE DEATH WATCH!” 
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SAID CLARICRE.—(See page 249). 


“TI must know more about this, Come this 
way,” he said, esgerly, and turned fato the 
park, whither Edith Grey followed him, 


(To be continued.) 








Execrascrrr is coming into very genera! use In 
Poland. It ta belog largely adopted {n many 
factories, superseding rope and belt driving. 
Electiic lighting of factories le also becoming 
general, Moat of the important railway-stations 
are lighted with electricity. 

A process has been Invented and patented Ip 
Brazil for preparing coffee In tabloids by a Fys- 
tem of compression. It is argued that not only 
will there be less expense In exporting coffee in 
this form, but that the customer will be more 
certain of thus receiving for his use the pure, 
unadulterated article. 

In China the old-fashioned system of private 
letter-carrying still prevails, Letter-shops are to 
be found in every town. If he has a letter to 
send, the Ohinaman goes to a letter-shop and 
bargains with the keeper thereof, He pays two- 
thirds of the cost, leaving the recelver to pay tie 
rest on delivery. 

THE famous Blue Grotto of Capri has now & 
rival in the State of Minnesota, It occurs ino 
lake, on the shore of which fs a cavern of white 
Mmestone flooded with water. A swimmer entere 
the cave, and, turning to look outward, sees the 
moet beantifal shades of green and bine in the 
water, and a allvery sheen over his submerged 
Iirabs, 

Tue Hollandera are, perhaps, of al] ‘he 
northern those who smoke the most, the 
humidity of their climate making {) slmoet & 
neceselty, while the moderate cost of tobacco 
with them renders {t accessible to all. To show 
how deeply rooted fs the habit, Ib le enough to 
say that the boatmen of Holland messure dis 
tances by emoking, 
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ROSE WAS RUNNING ACROSS THE LAWN AS FAST AS SHE COULD IN HER RIDING HABIT. 


YOUNG AND SO FAIR. 


—i0i— 


CHAPTER XXXVIIL 
WON'T SHE BE A COUNTESS} 


Sissy felt utterly crushed and miserable as 
the walked slowly down the starlit path on Hugh 
Macdonald’s arm, Knowivg that he was aware 
of her engagement to Lashington, she had not 
disturbed bereelf about bis evident attachment, 
taking it for granted that {t would never go 
beyond # beyish predilection, Rose’s visit seemed 
to her particularly opportune, for she was s0 
pretty and charming that she would be sure to 
win his heart; and though she felt a natural 
but loexcusable pang of jealousy at the thonght, 
she had made up her mind, as Phil would say, to 
be an ardent godmother to the match, Now he 
had spoken and spoilt everything, and she, who 
was 89 Intensely fond of him, had been obliged 
to wound him desperately on this night of all 
others! They were drawing near to the brilli- 
satly Ughted window, when her fingers gently 
preesed his arm, 

You won't let it make any difference?” with 
& wiatfal glance, 

Not to you, I shall always be the same.” 
then he pulled aside the curtain for her to pass 
through, Phil {immediately stepped forward, 


* and ciatmed her; whiletp Hugh went back into 


the darkness, determined not to face the light 
ul be had struggled with his sorrow, and 
congnered {t, 

“Halloat what’s the matter?” exclaimed 
Forrester, as he caught aight of soraething that 
looked suspiciously like a tear on the thick brown 
-A2D88, 

“Hush | Come on to the terrace with me for 
a few minutes,” 

“‘Iv’a the only galop down on the list, and we 
mauen’t lose it.” 

“Then go and get another partner.” 

Struck by the sadness of her tone he was 





conscious of his own selfishness, and, giving ber 
his arm, walked her up to the end of the terraca 
withont a word, There were not many people 
about, for the supper-room had jast been opened, 
and private conversation was possible without 
anwished-for auditors, Leaning against the 
ivied balustrade, he looked at his cousia with 
vivid curfotity, Certainly something had uys3t 
her ; but what on earth could {t be? Who was 
she dancing with last? Hugh! He had seen 
them slip out of the window, and wondered why 
they should go out in the middle of the waltz 
instead of waiting till it was over. 

They weren’t likely to quarrel, for he had only 
remarked to Rose that evening that Macdonald 
wasa “gone coon,” and would give anything to 
step into Lushington’s shoes, 

“You might tell me, I think,” he ventured 
after a long pause, durirg which he had seen 
her apply her handkerchief fartively to her 
e 


yee. 

“Tell you what?” 

'§ Oh, come now, no humbug. You-are not the 
sort of girl to cry for nothing.” 

“Crying! What put that Into your head?” 

“Oh, jast as yon like,” buffily, ‘Only as I 
am your cousin, and the only male relation you 
have about here, I hada right to ask. What has 
Hough been doing to you?” curiosity prevailing 
over pride. ‘‘ He can’s have been rude !” 

*6 | should think not,” Indignantly, “ Hugh is 
the dearest boy I ever knew.” 

“Humph! better tell him so then,” rather 
sulkily ; “but look here, Sibel, {f you arein a 
mesae, for goodness sake tell me, and I'll help 
you ont. Yeu know I always did.” 

Sibel smiled, for, according to her own remem- 
brance, he seemed more likely to help her “' fp.” 

“T’m notin a mess, thanks!” 

“ Bat if you are tired of Lushington, I think, 
between us all, we could get you off. I used to 
stick up for him through thick and thin, but by 
Jove, that last bit of business stuck in my 
ie: No wonder he thought better to hook 

t.”” 





‘© What do you mean!” lookicg up at him 
with scared eyes. 

“Don’t you know} Oh, hang ft all! I—I-— 
quite forgot,” suddenly remembering that he bad 
sworn not to tell her, “It was nothing—some 
other man, Come, cr we shall miaz all the 
galop,” and he tried to hurry her away. 

“I won’t atir till you’ve told me," she said, 
resolutely determined to know, thongh terribly 
afraid what the revelation might be. 

* Taoen you'll have to stay here all night,” 
sitting down on the top of the balustrade, and 
ewloging his long legs, 

* Phil, you musd tell me.” 

" Dashed ff J will.” 

"Ten I won’s speek to you for the rest of the 
evening,” turning sway and walking slowly 
towards the house, % 

He was after her in an instant. ‘ Now this fs 
what I calla thundering shame ! Do you want 
me to perjare myself?" 

"No!"—-like a true woman she added, * but I 
want to know.’’ 

" All right, the sin’s on your head—not minor. 
A certain Mr, Springfield, origia unknown, gave 
Lashington a thrashing—a regular thrashing, and 
no mistake about it—on the steps of hfs club.” 

She stopped atill, her chest heaving. “ And 
what then)” 

* He cleared ont.” 

A sickening senee of shame crept over her, and 
she moved forward, feeling as if she must sink 
into the ground, Phil, rather aghast at the Im- 
pression he had made, drew her hand withio 
his arm, and led her towards the windowr, 

‘* You know there was nothiog for him to do, 
You can’t call a man out fn these days—-you can 
only take out ® summons against him, and bind 
him over to keep the peace ; bat what's the good 
of that? No satisfaction, you know—except to 
an old woman,” 

*I would have done something,’ she said, 
between her set teeth ; and she walked into the 
ball-room, with her head In the alr, and her 
cheeks as pals as death, 
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Tae gslop was over, and numbers of tired 
daacara streamed out futo the gardea, aaxious to 
nave a breath of fresh air, 

* T'va bean looking for you everywhere,” sald 
Lord Windsor, in an aggrieved tone, “ but 
nowhere could [ fad you, " Come fu to supper,” 
offaciug bis arm, ‘' You look as if you wauted 
ir.” 

* Pail was left to his ewn devices, whilst the 
Earl carrled off hfs prize, whom he thought fit 
co lodge In ths quietest corner of the long dintng- 
room, with a Little table in front, and his own 
broad back to cut her off from the rest of the 
world. He attended to her wauts with aseiduous 
care, and preseed her to drink a great deal of 
champagne to order to bring some colour fato 
her cheeks, He watched her anxiously, till she 
looked s little brighter, much exercised fn her 
ulnd s5 to what hed troubled her. 

“Something to do with that brute Lashing- 
ton,” he thought to himself, ‘‘ but I’ve a card to 
play agalost him, which fa certain to dish him, if 
he gets too troublesome.” 

“ Romembor last tims I came to the Chest- 
uute!?' he aeked, presently, as he placed some 
vauilla cream on her plate. 

“Yes, weran’s yous little cross?” trylng to 
seam cheerful, 

“Note little—I was ia a towering pacslon, a 
regular fary, capsble of anything. Your fault, 
you know. Why wouldn't you take my rose }”’ 

*T suppose there was ®& reasoc, bub you can’t 
expect mes bo remember ft.” 

« Then It len’t there now,” taking the gardenia 
ont of his battonhole, 

**I never sald ft wasn’t,” colouring slightly. 


“Bat if you don’t remember {t, io can’c be, 
You will wear this to-night} ' looking at her very 
earnestly. 

“T would rather not.” 

"Bat why!’ 


‘'T think you have heard that I'm engaged to 
—to—" blushiag vividly. - 

“ Yas, yes, I know. Bat there’s nothing in [t— 
i mean {ft will never come off,’’ 

‘Lord Windsor!” with wide-open eyes. 

** Yes, it couldn’t; It would be monstrous, 
Somebody will have to stop it!” 

Had he heard of that disgraceful scene In St, 
James's Street? Her eyes fell, and she forgot to 
contradict him. Encouraged by her aflence, he 
cash a cautions look round and leant forward, 
with a sudden eagerness in his face, 

** May I speak to Lord Wentworth to-morrow ? 
I belfeve he fs your guardian,” 


“Speak to him! What about!” in bewllder- | 
meat. 
“You! What else could I want with him! 


What else am Lever thinking of night and day? 
Miss Fitzgerald,” his voice growing husky, “I 
know I'm premature, but I can’t walt any longer 
—TI shculd go mad if Idid. When {iia broken 


off, when you are free, will you have me! I'm 
a0b goo@ enovgh———"’ 
Scop, please,” tn great distress, “Tals fs 


very wrong—l've no right to listen,” 

“Yes, you have. You are free now ; yor will 
never be Lushington’s wife, so why shouldn't you 
be mine?" 

Sie got sp from her chair, gathering ap her 
gloves, fan, and handkerchief in a great hurry, 

Take me back!" 

‘Bug you haven't answered rae,” standing 
Straight In front of her. 


“No anawer is ne@ded,”’ drawing herself up 


with quiet dignity. ‘It is an insult to ask me.” 

His face fell, 

Jove! I didi"t know that you would taxe it 
like than. Jast tell ms one thing, and I'l never 
bother you again.” 

For onc? fu hia life he looked so thoroughly fn 
earnest that she was moved to pity, 

‘If Lushington had never existed, would you” 
-—the perspiration stood on hia forehead, and his 
lip trembled under bis long moustache: -~* would 
you have had me now?” 

latenesly sorry bo grieve him, she gently shook 
her head, 

“ And you revyer will?” in surprised dismay, 

*' No,” fn a tremulous whiaper. 

“T don't think you can understand, 


ap ‘ 
4 20re s 





nothing against me, and I'd do my very best to 
make you happy.” 

“IT dou’t doubt it, 
bat nothing more.” 

“ Nothing more. jas yet,” drawlog her hand 
through hie arm, and beglunfog to recover from 
the shock, 

“WNothiog more 
decision, 

“ You mean {t,” looking down into her face, 
Seeing no sign of hesitation there he muttered, 
* Good heaven !"’ under his breath. 

Then he picked up the gardenfa from the table, 
and held It out to her without a word, She took 
it from him silently, and fastened [t on her left 
shoulder, 

‘She's the sweetest thing on earth,” he 
thought, with a huge sigh, as she sat down by 
Lord Wentworth’s side in the drawing-room ; 
“and what fs to become of ms without her, 
goodness kuows |” 

‘tAnd where is Hugh?” asked Lord Went- 
worth, with a emile, 

“T don’t know,” with a sudden trouble in her 
face. “I left him in the garden.” 

‘*You went ouf with him, and came back 
without him, I understand, the poor boy!” 

“T oouldn’t help it—Indeed I conldn’t,” feel- 
fag horribly gullty and ashamed. 

“No, my dear, you are not to blame ; but 
happiness does not seem to go with the name of 
Macdonald, And yeb he’s one In a thousand.” 

* And I love him eo much !” 

"Bat notenough. Hugh must have the whole 
or nothing.” 

“Aad Lam sure if I were a girl he would not 
have to ask me twice,” cald Lady Windsor, who 
had overheard the remark. “ He quite fasciuates 
me, I hope everyone has been kind to him, so 
as to make this night a happy one,” 

“It will be one that he will never forget,” 
said Lord Wentworth, with a double meaning 
that she would not understand. 

“You are tired, I see it fia your face,” sald the 
Countess, anxlously. ‘' Won’t you go home and 
send the carriage back ?” 

* Desert my post? No, that would never do; 
but if there is a quiet corner {n which I could 
reset without belog in anyone's way!” with a 
s'ch of utter weariness, 

“Come into the lbrary,"and lle down; you 
will be quite alone,” 

The prospech was so tempting that he could 
not refuse it, though he looked back with some 
compunction at Sibel. 

‘' My dear, I don’t itke to leave you.” 

"TI see my partner coming. May I wake you 
when the carriage {s at the door?” 

“Tf it is not troubiiog you,” and he turned 
away, wiih his hostess on his arm. 


Let us be frlende, pleace, 


for ever,” with grave 





CHAPTER XXXVIIIL 
“TUSHINGTON BE HANGED |” 


A»pd where was Hugh? All alone, battling 
with hie sorrow, as a brave men wil), whilst the 
weak lle down and are crushed by Its weight. 

*' I might have known it,” he thought, in wild 
regret, “As It anything could go right In this 
cursed place, Ib was here that my mother knew 
her misery ; it was right that the curse ehonld 
follow her son, Bat-what fs to come after! 
Thers fs nothing left to live for—nothing in all 
the wide world. Nothing would have been too 
hard for me, aothing too difiicalt, with the hops 
of winning Ler to lead meon; but now——”’ 

Oh, the horror of loneliness that came over 
his empty heart, as be thought of the long years 
lylog before him | The man who had been to him 
father and mother could not lioger much longer 
on this side of the grave, and when he was gone 
he (Hugh Macdonald) would bs atone—quite 
alone—-without a slogie belng te whom be could 
think himself necessary, 

‘5 never occurred to him that ff one girl re- 
fased hica, there were plenty of others who would 
only be too glad to accept him. His love for 
Sibel had been the one evugrossing passion of a 
falthfal heart, and the idea cf chavgtog from her 
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and fising his hopes on some other had nover 
entered his head as a possfbility, 

He paced up and down by the elds of the lake 
telling himeelf that he must be strong, A man's 
courage could uever be known until it we: trieg 
and if it felled when the test was given then ths 
man was a coward, and was worthy of conten): 
not pity, : 

Sibel, lovely, good and pure as she was, con)i 
he grudge her to Dudley Wentworth! He way 
the noblest man he knew, and sarely they were 
well fitted for each other, If Dadley loved her, 
ae*he must have done, or che never would haye 
given her love unasked, could he have borne to 
step Into his place, to cheat hia when he wae 
not there to see, to steal away his bride beblad 
his back? No—a thousand times no, 

He had met witli nothing bat kindness from 
bis hand, and he would give him back the same 
under any clreumstancer, however tryiog, Yes, 
after all, there was something for him to do, 
lookfug down at a star which was reflected so 
clearly on the bosom of the water that it seemed 
to have dropped from {te place in the sky. Ha 
could watch over her as a friend instead of a 
lover, with no eelfish thought fn his breast, and 
no hope but to guard her for Dudley, and agatoat 
the dissolute wretch who was not fit to coms 
near her, 

Aod then, when Dudley came back, he would 
thank him for the service he had done, and values 
hla happiness none the lese, because the boy 
whom he had always loved had had » hand Ip Ir. 
For ‘an hour or more he wandered about in the 
etariight, Inclined to wonder why Heaven had 
ever created him ; but as time went on his spirits 
grew calmer, and he began to eee that selfich 
happ!ness was mob the highest alm of life; but 
that a truer, better happloess might be found 
fa the loss of your own, whilst you endeavoured 
to win it for others. That should be hia object 
for the future, 

He would hide his cecret torture within hie 
own breast, teach himee!f to laugh and smile, 
even If hia heart broke {n the effort, go back to 
Sibel now with a cheerful face, av if nothing had 
happened, and ask ber for that last dance 
which she had promised—how long sgo was {i! 
Tt seemed as ff years had passed between now 
and then | 

Ib would grieve"her klod Httle heart to think 
she had given him a lifelong grief, Hadn't she 
cried, absolutely cried, because she was ro sorry 
to pala him? Ob, never again would he make 
ber tears to flow ; he would try to be the joy of 
her life, and not the sorrow ; support her if grief 
should come on fts leaden wing, and fn the hour 
of deepest darkuese whisper a word of hope. 
He walked up the or gardens with a firm 
tread, and head held high, and such an expres- 
son Ip his beautifal eyes as a soldier might 
wear who was leading a forlorn hope, certain 
of death, buat equally sure of ao deathless 
giory ! 

He came face to face with Rose in the centre 
window, and she looked up at him with an uc- 
conselous reproach in her wistful eyes. Sibel 
bad wished him to dance with her, and he bad 
forgotten ! 

"Ta this the last?” 

“No, there isone more, Lady Windsor bas 
insisted wpon our staying for that,” che an- 
swered ve-y gravely, for her heart was sore 65 
his neglect. 

** Will you give it to me! I know I'm very 
behindband, but I’ve been out of doors with a 
headache.” He put ‘his arm round her walst, 
and she never asic she had a partner, whom she 
sawcoraing towards her at the end of « long 
vieta through the suite of rooms. Not for any 
man under the sun would she have given up 
this one chance of a dance with Hugh. Sbe hed 
been walting for It all the evening, and ft bad 
come at least! Her pride was saved by the 
mention ofa headache, and her heart was swWel- 
Ung with happiness, aa she glided round the room, 
within the protection or his arms. 

*¢That ia well,” thought Sibel, as her eyes 
fell on the pair. “After all, ft was ridienlons 
to think he would make himself miserable about 
me, And good may come ont of evil.” She 
wae danclaz at the time with Major Delfield, 
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who was still of the opinion that Lushington was 
a lucky fellow, and did not object to trying his 
own Juck durlog bis absence, But Miles Firz- 
gerald was not half so agreeable a2 she was two 
yesr® 820, and the more he said the less she 
seemed to listen, Was she thinking of Windsor’s 
jauky figure, 28 he lounged against the wall, in a 
temporary fit of the biues? and was there any 
eopnection between her absence of mind and 
big audden attack of the dumps! These 
questions harassed his mind so much that directly 
be was free he went after the Ear), and avked if 
there were any news of Lushington !—meaning to 
jead the conversation round to hfs, the Major's, 
engagement, 

‘Taehington be hanged,” sald Wiadeor, 
roughly ; “ come and havea liquor up,” leading 
his friend into the eupper-room. 

* Tast tell me, between ourselves, if the en- 
gagement fs still going op,"’ persisted the 
Msjor, who was too deeply Interested to take a 
hint. , 

“ Oh, curse { all, haven't you anything else 
to talk about?” and the Earl ground bis teeth. 
"If you object to the topfe I'll change it.” 

\"""Deed no—don’t object—only it’s lafernally 

etale.” 
"You see I've been away.” 
“ And so have I~—wish I had stayed where I 
was,” gloomfly pulling at his mcustaches. 
“Country’s rob at thfs time of year, and the 
Court’s the rottenest hole fn Eogland.” 
“ My dear old chappie, take a blue pill. You 
are evidently out of sorts,” laughed B-lfield, 
who saw that a screw was loose, and didn’t mind 
ft» bit. 
* Blue pill!” with a glance of fneffable con- 
temp*, oa he tossed off a glass of champagne, 
“ |'d swallow a whole boxfu! never to have stirred 
from London.” 
“ Why, what have you beenup to!” eyeing 
him with evident curfosity. 
“Nothing, only a fellow with a thundering 
foot trod on my great toe.” 
“And that’s why you're longing for town! 
Haha?” ‘ 
“Well, why not? Don’t do anything but 
tean against walle, and block up doorways, down 
there. No fatigue and no nonsense.” 
“I hate those London crushes. Give mea 
partner Uke Miles Fitzgerald, and a room like 
youre, and I'll stay up to any hour of the 
morning.” 
" And be precfous sorry when ft fe over |” 
Captein Everard lald a hand opon his arm, 
Come along, old fellow. It’s the last dance, 
aud there are uot more than halt a dc sem couples 
In the room,” 
“Five too many; I won't add to them,” and 
sitting down in a chair, he let-his two friends go 
cf whhout him, whilst he rested his elbows on a 
Ubtle table, and his head on his hands. 
‘* What's ap?” asked Everard, foquiringly. 
"Gone too far, and dished his own game, 
that’s about §t, Strange that she wouldn’s be 
@ Countese,” 
“Who? I don’t understani 1” he 
“A baby would know, Bat if you're golng 
to try your chance, I tell you she’s booked.”’ 
“Yee, that old affalr—Harold Lashington.” 
"Not Lushington but—look at them now!” 
As he spoke, Sibel paused them, slowly and 
gracefully golng round the long room, with 
Hugh's arm once more round her waist, and her 
fsce as pale as hia, 
Noone knew what a struggle 1b had been to 
master his feelings sufficiently to claim ber, but 
it had been done for her sake, and in the peace- 
fal smile that came to her jips be had his reward. 
Lady Windsor watched them with » curious 
feeliog in her heart, as she wondered what {t was 
thst had taken the buoyancy from each, 
@ Taore was somethiog In Macdonald’s expres- 
sion which reminded her of his father’s when he 
heard how his friend had wronged him; the 
same bitter pain kepb down by his pride, the 
same look of endurance, which told her that the 
eorrow, whatever it was, would lash to the end, 
Ste sighed heavily, In the midst of the muatcand 
gale vy there was an undercurrent of trouble, 
“46 the minor chord {na triumphal mareb, and 





it seemed as {f she were alone were aware of It, as 


the rest passed smilingly. 

As soon as the dance was over, Lord Wont- 
worth was woke up, and all gathered round the 
Countess with polite speeches of farewell, 

Hagh was the last, and {mn hie usual winning 
fashion he gave a peculiar grace to his thanks. 
She looked up {nto his face with wistfal affection, 
“I conld almost ask for a kiss,” she sald, with 
a blush on her faded cheek. 

Tae colour rushed into the bey’s face. He 
stooped and touched her cheek, then her hand 
with his dark mouetaches. ‘‘ Your kindnass is too 
great,” he murmured hurriedly, with eudden 
tears in bis eyes, 





CHAPTER XXX'!X, 
"{ THOUGHT HE WaS KILLED |" 

Tue morning after the dance the young 
psople had- agreed smongst themeelves that 
breakfast and luncheon should be put {nto one at 
twelve o'clock, 

Hogh was aloue In the room when Sibel 
appeared with last night's bouquet aud two or 
three letters {n her hand, Rather taken aback 
to ses Hugh and ao one else, she dropped a 
letter as she hastily shifted the bouquet in 
order to shake hands with him. He stooped to 
pick it up, and saw at once that it was from 
Major Lushington. 

‘* He talka of coming home in six months’ 
time,” she sald, nervously, ‘ and—and he reems 
so glad,” 

"T suppose he cau’t make up his mind to 
stay away any longer,” very gravely, as he pulled 
out her chair to a convenient distance from the 
table, . 
"No ; bat somebody told me that regiments 
generally stayed in Canada for five or six years.” 

“Yea ; but, you see, troops are belong moved 
from every direction. There is no knowing how 
many we may need in the Hast.” 

*' Ts there any news?” with a startled glance. 

$* Yes ; 0 looks rather bad,” handing her the 
Morning Post, 

She read the telegrams, and every scrap of 
colour forsook her face—a sign which Haogh 
noticed as a confirmation of his suspicions. 

" Does Lord Wentworth know ¢” 

“] have been with him for the last two 
houre.” 

Oh, Hogh, how good of you, when I was 
fast asleep In bed |” 

“ You knew nothing about ft, J heard some- 
thing of [t from Everard last night ; bat we 
agreed we'd hold our tonguer.” 

** You should have told me i” 

“]T did not wish to spofl your evening. It 
would have done no good. I told them to brivg 
me the papers as soon as they came, and when | 
saw what was in them I got up at once.” 

" And how ja Lord Wentworth?” 

"Not much. He was terribly done up to 
begin with, and then all this came atop of It,” 
he ended with a shrog. 

“D> you remember, it was just the same Jast 
time that we went to a dance at the Court? The 
bad vews came the next day.” 

" Oaly this has been expected—fb was not a 
sudden blow like the other. However, with 
Roberts out there, I suppose we shal! pull 
through, and the harder the fighting the more 
Dadley will like it." 

"Of course he will fike ft, Ib never ts half so 
bad for those who sre gone as for those who 
stay bebind,” as she tried to hand bim a cup of 
coffee, but pat it down for fear lest he should see 
how her hand had shaken. 

He came over and fetched it, then went back 
to the other end of the table Instead of taking 
a eeab near her, a3 he would naturally have 
done, 

‘7 wonder if they wonid take volunteers,” he 
eald, after a thoughtfal pause. “I know eome- 
times, when they are short of men, they are 
glad of anybody. Uacle always ssys I am a fair 
shot, so I might be of use, though I’ve never 
worn @ uniform.” 

* What do you mean?” {n breathless anxiety. 

“T mean that I should like to de something— 








something better than Idling my Hfe away. This 
sort of thiug can’t go on for ever. Nobody 
wants me here—my uncle has you to take cars of 
him, and you—-you-——”’ 

“ Have no one but you to trust to If Lord 
Wentworth is fli,” ehe said tremulously, feeling 
that after last night she bad lost all claim upon 
him, and yet she could not do without him and 
let him go, 

Ove ewifh glance he shot at her downcnst face, 
and pressed his Nps together. 

“ There are the Forresters.”’ 

“Yes ; but what are they? Phil so weak that 
he would break [f yon leant on him-——the General 
so narrow-minded and prejudiced that I weuld 
rather dle than ask his advice,” 

“But your brother—fs he never coming 
home #” 

“Ob, yee. Gay will come when everything 
fs too late, Lam the loneliest being on earth, 
and i haven’ # single relation to care for me !” 

Did she know how she was trying him—almost 
more than mortal could bear? To go to India, 
to fight side by + ite with the man he loved best, 
and then to dle—to die, it possible—-and leaving 
nothing but a gentle regret behind in the hearts 
that could do so well without him, This was 
the ore hope that supported him, and it seemed 
too hard to be asked to give ft up; aud yet if 
ahe asked fi was there anything thab he could 
refuse? He bad devoted himself to her service, 
and if she sald stay, stay he must. 

He got up from his chair, breakfast seemed to 
be too ridiculous a thing to concern himse'f 
abont at that moment, and went towards her. 

‘Do you really want me?” {no 9 low voice. 

“Want yout Yes; I always do, and I always 
shall, Oh, Hugh, don’t leave me!” stretching 
out her hands to him, and look{ng beseechingly 
into his face as if che were blind to the pain sho 
eaw there and only conscious of her own. 

He passed his hand over his forehead, and 
paused as ff to steady his quickened pulses, then 
took hers in his, holding them gently and 
reverently, as if he had scarcely the right to 
toach them now. 

“You needn’t ask me twice—I am yours, do 
with me what yon iike,” 

"Yon are the kindest, truest friend thad girl 
ever had, Ob, what can I ever do to repay 
vou} ” 

'* How fil you look! As if you had not slept 
& wink all ulght. You are not well—what {as it!” 
—aeized with a eudden fear, 

" Nothing--only a pain in my heart. I’ve had 
{t two or three times in my life before, and ib 
was rather sharp last night. I always have 
si} volatile In my room, but the bottle waa 
empty.” 

Why didn’t you send to me? I will got you 
mine after breakfast. But, Hugh,” trouble and 
anxiety In her beautiful eyes, “isn't it very 
davgerous! What brings it?” 

**Lobts of things, too much exertion, or a 
sudden shock.” 

Was it the danclog?” 

“The dancing or something elze,” he answered 
evasively, 

“And you were actually thinking of going 
to the war! The rovgh life, and the forced 
marches would have killed you, without anything 
else 1” 

‘* A man must die somehow,” as he went back 
alowly to his chalr. 

‘An unpleasant necessity, bub one needn’t be 
talking of it,” and Phil came In, followed by his 
sister. ‘'‘ Were you two concocting a murder, 
and wondering how to get the man best out of 
the way?” 

* Yes,” sald Sibel cheerfully ; ‘' but don’t led 
{b ont. Sit down and eat your breakfast, Which 
will you have, coffee or wine? You know this 
{is luncheon as well as dinner {” 

"Then I vets for claret, as s happy mediam, 
less compromising than s B. and S.” 

“You horrid boy!” exclaimed Rose; “who 
would have thought of such s thing !”’ 

‘You are not up to half the wickedcees of 
these wild army-men,” said Hugh chaffing!y. 

** Do you Imegine they gver stoop to so inna- 
cent a thing as tea?” 
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“I thiok they do, for Phii's friend, Mrs. 
Cannoble, was asked to tea at the barracks |” 

“Had you there,’ laughed Phil. ‘ Sibe!, it 
was a great pity you weren’t at Brambie’s Peak 
yestsiday. Hugh’e speech was splendid, a 
regular stunner, and the people cheered him till 
I thought the drum of my ear was gone. There 
wae one old woman, with a mother gamp in her 
hand, and # red hood on her head; she came and 
bobbed before him like a dancing dervish ; and, 
what did she say, Hugh!” 

** Oaly nonsense,” flushing slightly, “ not worth 


pesting.” 
"Do tell me?” and Sibel leant forward 
eagerly. 

“I can’t remember,” and Phil contracted his 
narrow forehead in the effort of taxing his 
thiog chest Mo betag oo leeega of bis go-to 

g about of — 
same ‘hangel faca’ with the Nooki 
out of his eyes, I think Hagh gave her half-a- 
sovereign on the strength of it!” 


change the subj-ct, he asked If Sibel had any 
plans for the day. 

“T only thought that as the Forresters have 
uever seen the view from our favouri:e hill, you 
might take them there this afserncon.” 

** Bat how are we to get there!” 

“Phil could bave the cob--and Rose May- 

1e6n," 

“ And you!” 

“T shatl stay with Lord Wentworth.” 

Of course there were vehement protestations, 
and everyone {n turn offered to stay ad home ; 
but Sibel was Grm, and at last Induced them to 
balleve that she would be thankful to be rid of 
them. She went upstairs, Lord Wentworth’s 
private sulte of roome no longer belog forbidden 
gvound, and found that he was suffering from a 
splitting headache. 

Her absence was more desirable than her 
presence; so after placing a handkerchief soaked 
with eau de cologne on hie forehead, she stole 
out of the room, and thought she would go into 
the garden. But, first of all, she must see what 
damage had been done to her dress, and tell 
Manser that they would have five-o’clock tea on 
the lawn. When everything had been arranged, 
she established herseif {n a comfortable chalr, 
under the shade of a willow, whose branches 
supported on stakes formed a nataral arbour over 
her head, and were nob allowed to screen her 
from the outer world. 

Tae buzzing cf the bees was very soothing, 
snd soon her heavy eyes closed, and she was fast 
ssleap. She woke, with a start, to find that the 
tea table was already fn Its place. Pulling out 
her watch, she was much surprised to fiad it was 
already half-past five, and the others had not 
returned; but jast as she was wondering ab 
theiz being so late, there was the sound of 
horses’ hoofa on the gravel. She rose from her 
seat, and went to meet them, but before she 
could reach the door, Ko.e was off ber horse, and 
ranniog across the lawn as fast as she could in 
her habit. 

* Oh, Sibel!” she cried az eh3 flang her arms 
round her neck, and burst lato tears. ‘‘ I thonght 
he waa killed 1” 

‘“Whot” with a pang of fear, 

“ Hezh—he felli” Patting her on one elde, 
S.bel sprang forward. There was Hugh, thank 
Heaven ! leanlog against the door-post, but hie 
face was like death. 


(Te be continued.) 


re 








WE have had an opportunity of examining the 
current namiber of The Troubadour, @ bright 
ttle journal issued monthly and dedicated to 
all lovers of music—but more particularly to 
those who practise or are Interested in the banjo, 
mandolfoe, violin and gultar. Tne aim of the 
proprietors of this perfodical is to make each 
succeedicg issue bebter than the last; to con- 
stantly widen its ecope, and always to give some- 
thing freeh in the way of practical information 
to its readere, Zhe Troubadour ts pubilshed by 
Messrs, Barnes and Mallias, of Bournemouth. 





A TARDY CONFESSION. 
—:0:— 
(Continued from page 247. 
CHAPTER JX. 
THE MURDER. 


TREMBLING In every limb, Fiorence arose from 
the chair she had occupied, her face scarce lees 
white than that of her anwelccme visitor. 

“How dare you!” she sald. It was all thad 
she could utter ; as, with fear she could not hide 
depicted on her every feature, she ssw him 
advance to where she stood. 

“Don’t be afraid,” he answered, lifting one 
hot, turning hand to brash the hair from his no 
lees burning forehead’. ‘I am not golog to burt 
you, Florence. Iam here to bid you good-bye 
for ever. Don's speak,” he added, seelng her 
lips move. “I know all, maybs it fe justice ; 
but if I have sinned I have been sorely 
punished ; more so, I fancy, though I may be 
wrong, than I think my sin deserved, Bat ft fe 
ended now, dear! I am going away, never again 
to come between Sy and your happiness. I 
asked Edward to take care of you ; he has done 
so,” and a bitter laugh broke from bim, and 
then his tone changed once more ; the wild look 

from his eyes, which became molst with 
unshed tears, whilst a dry choking sob he conld 
not eubdue broke from his bosom, and then he 
stretched out his arms to the woman before 
him ; and before she could resist she was enfolded 
in his strong embrace. She felt his arms like 
bands of fron press around her, his hot breath 
play on her forehead as he told her how he loved 
her,e@nd then he released her, when he rushed 
from the room, 

A few moments later Laura entered, but Mrs. 
Marston had recovered her self-posseseion, She 
was standing by the window, watching until she 
lost him in the distance, and then she turned to 
see if the former waa aware that anyone had 
left the house, 

** Have you been home jong ?” she asked. 

"Some time, Florence. Bat who was that 
man who just now left? Was ft Egbert?” 

‘*Yes, he came to say good-byo,” was the 
reply. ‘‘He has promised never to darken my 
path again,” and Laura could not fail to see the 
relief which his promise had given to her cousin's 
wife. 


“Gone! she repeated to herezelf, a short 
time after, when alone she wondered what is was 
that had: passed between them, her own heart 
breaking the while, for he had gone, lefs her 
without one thought, 

The days were visibly lengthening now, and 
tea had long been removed before the curtains 
were closed for the evening. 

Laura had for her little cousin’s amusement 
sung one or bwo songs, and then the plano was 
closed, Mre, Marston anxiously awaiting the 
eouod of her hneband’s return, every now and 
then looking at the timepiece, as the minutes 
paesed on—ov, and he did not come. 

'' How late papa is 1” she sald, turning to the 
child, and then she moved to the wiadow, but all 
was quiet as the grave. Taere wae little traffi: 
in Falbam-placa, and the one etreet-lamp visible 
looked dim and miserable in the damp night air, 
and still he did not come, 

An hour behind, and Laura, equally anzfone, 
left the room, proceeding down the gravel path 
leading to the outer gate, to see if she could 
discern him {in the distance, a feeling of dread 
hangiog, clinging around her, which try as she 
would she could not dispel, and Fiorenceanxtously 
questioning her when she again entered wishin. 

Bat stili the weary hours dragged ov, and no 
Eiward. A messenger was sent to the cffice, 
where all was sflent as the grave, but to return 
with the same result—no sign of the miving 


man, 

And thus the long night wore on, and atill the 
two woraen watched, little Ada alons having suc- 
cumbed to the sleep which closed her weary eyes, 
and the bitter cold of the early dawn benumbing 
thelr stiffened limbs. : 

‘Lie down for awhile, Fiorrle, dear,” the girl 


ies al 
ns 


said, ‘‘and I «fli awaken you the moment any 
news arrives; ’ but fm her agony too great fo- 
words, the other gently moved her from her 
| ancl Laure, a8 she gszed on her white. wijd 
face, almost feared that her reason would give 


way, 

And the moments still dragged on, sach ons 
bringing the glorious day more near, the ooid 

y passing away, and a clear bine sky with 

clouds almost as those of summer alone 
coming across the January sur, whilst two white 
faces yot peered against the window panos, fron 
which the frost was — disappearing, 

A few hours later, @ policeman with » 
doctor was seen to enter the offices of Marston 
and Co,, Engineers, and then an anxlous crowd 
pas forward until with difficulty they were 

ept from pushing their way up the steps to 

the room where a man lay with his face to the 
floor, and still those women watched—watchei 
op. 

Bat no cry eecépad the lips of the widowed 
wife, when at last the sad truth was broken to 
her so gently, fearing for the consequences which 
might ensue; bat her dumb grief depicted fp 
the agony of her velvet eyes was terrible to 
behold, as refusing all food she lay with thors 
eyes ever open, restiesaly moving beneath the 
heavy lide, and an old faded photo—It was bis 
pressed to her bosom. 

But at length the fountain of her grief gave 
way, and the doctors sald she was saved. It waz 
then she for the first time spoke of her great 
trouble, and when she drew Laura's hesd down 
close to hers, the one thought she feared passed 
through thelr minds; bat the only word she 
uttered wae Egbert | 


CHAPTER X. 
TEN YRAES AFTES 


No clae was discovered to the murderer, nod, 
like many other similar crimez, the hand which 
struck Sdward Marston bis death blow was 
never diecovered, thus adding yet another to 
the many mysteries existing in the great metio- 

lis, 

PoEgbert had as completely gone as though be 
had indeed been lafd in his giave, Mrs. Maretou 
and Laura alone retaining the knowledge they 
posseseed, which If given in evidence would have 
led most likely to bis arrest, notwithstanciog 
that, In their own mfode, their suspicions reated 
on him alone; but then the safe haviog been 
broken ioto and emptied of ite contents, and, 
according to the policerman’s testimony, the thief 
evidently having been suddently discovered fn the 
act, and in self-defence felling the other to the 
ground, was not in accordance with what would 
have been likely to have bagel cadet 
brothers met, when, doubtles, words would have 
passed between them, and the sound of an 
altercation been heard by others, which was ot 
the caze. 

Fiorence weakened far too much by the effec:s 
of her terrible grief to transact .1y busines, 
Laura acted on her behalf, thefar: re disposed 
of according to her wisb, as soon as the arravge- 
ments following on ths dead man’s funeral couid 
be effected ; and then with Ada, whose pretty 
face was very sad and worn, these two women 5 
strangely brought together, bid adfeu to the 
scanea wrought with such misery to each, deter 
mining to make their home fn a seaport tows ov 
the borders of Fianders ; and here they settled, 
an old Freuch woman who had once been aurse 
to Mra. Marston acting as their attendant. 

Ada was delighted with the quaint customs f 
the old Fiemish town, a centary behind our- 
selves, and the short petticoats and high cap# of 
the women as they sat vending thelr wares io 
the broad market-place, knitting the while {n the 
warm sunshine, a basta of soupe maigre their oaly 


a , 

=a the hot seazon, when Paris was unbesr- 
able, and there were many familles, both Eng!ish 
and French, flocking Into the little tows, the 
Hotel des Bains close by the sea having long been 
filled, and on the wide expanse of sand, when 
the tide was low, the tourists would swarm to 
L epjoy the fresh breess coming from the ocean. 
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“Toere ces @ vew familee come in die after- 
noon, madame,” old Marguerite eald ons morn- 
fag, when placing some lovely frait and cream on 
jhe breakfast-table; '‘ sn Engleesh lady wid her 
jon, but he ees an Invaleed, poor young map, 
and old Jacques has to draw bim in ees chair 
each day to de ses, Took, Mademoiselle, queek ! 
dere he goes!” and Marguerite drew Laura's 
attention to where a gentleman was, ae she said, 
being conveyed by Jacques along the rough, 
stony streets to the smoother road leading to the 


ganda. 

By lis side an olderly lady was waiking, who 
every now and then made some alteration in the 
arrangement of hie pillows, eo as to give greater 
comfort to the invalid, They passed close by the 
windows where they were standlog ; and owing 
to some remark made by the former the man 
raised his head, evidently attracted by the fair 
Foglish feces of Ade, but-he had no sooner done 
so than bis eyes widened In astoniahment as they 
fell on that of her cousin. 

Ten years was a long time, bub with Laura 
they had wrought but little change, whilst her 
features were engraved on the memory of Bertram 
Ormonde as faithfully as though they had parted 
bat yesterday. 

Another moment the bath-chair was stopped, 
and Lady Leach was shaking hands with Laura, 
the while she was horribly abusing hereelf for 
the heartless way in which she had treated her 
companion in the days gone by, 

“Bat I was well punished, dear,’ she added. 
“After dismiseipg you I had a string of the 
mst artful, designing young women imagin- 
able, thoee who could not please me endeay- 
onring to ran away with Bertie, and he making 
love to each in thelr turn in the most provoking 
way.” 

"Bat I am so sorry to see Mr. Ormonde an 
invalid,” Laura said, when she was able to get a 
word in. “* Nothing eerfous, I hope?” 

“A fall, my dear,” ber ladyship replied, 
“Injured bis spine, poor fellow!” and then 
declaring for the fiftieth time that she dare not 
keep him walting any longer, she returned to the 
chair, kisalng ber band to Laura, and bowing 
pleasantly to Florence and Ada. 

For eome daye after the chair was not seen, 
and on Jacques beir g interviewed by Marguerite, 
the gentleman, he eald, was too fll to leave the 
house, and that evening a note was delivered to 
Laara from her ladyebip, imploring her so come 


‘to the Hotel de Fiandres, Bertie she feared was 


dylag. 

“Ip was his wish, dear,” the little woman sald, 
“there is something, he says, he must say to 
you, for he is so much worse, and he could 
not go with this secreb untold. [ h ft is 
see ery Senne, but you-had better hamour 
1D. 


And so Laura was led to Bertle’s bedeide, 
kad as she looked on his altered features, so aged 
a1 they now appeared, she almost wondered 
how she could have recognised him a short week 


ago. 

“Tam very fll, Laura,’ he said, holding ond to 
ber s thin and wasted hand, “and somehow I 
don’ think I shall live.” 

“You must not think so,” she answered; 
“you will be better In a few days,” “ 

[may be,” he repiled, fixing bia eyes on her 
face. ** How little altered you are, your hair as 
besutifal as ever,"’ passing his hand over it, 
“aud I aman old man; but I can't bear it any 
longer, so am going to make a clean breast of 
is,’ he went on, referring to the former subject, 

“You remember when welast met. You were 
coming out of the Park with Egbert Marston, 
saudi cut you, Hush!" and he lifted his hand 
as ehe would have spoken, “I bated that man, 
because I had wronged him, and I loved you, 
He did not recognise me, tut I knew bim in a 
moment; ae was the confidential clerk of my 
uncle, whom he was supposed to have robbed, and 
for which crime he soffered penal servitude, 
whilat I, Bertrand Ormonde, was the real thief, 
-—— ft Is all out now, Tell me you hate 

‘T can’t say that,” she anewered ; " though It 
fz hard to forgive you,” 
Me was walting patiently for her answer, 





and when it came his voice became aa gentle az a 
woman's, 

“You will try, dear?” he said, “I was a 
wild, wicked youth then, but the most I could 
do J have done to make amends, The night 
Edward Marston was murdered I met Egbert. 
He had just come from his ¢ fice, but don’s start 
—he was uct his brother’s murderer. The man 
who ecrmitted the crime wat anu old servant of 
my own ; the only one who knew that lh wae I 
who robbed my uncle. Plunder was his object, 
and I detected him but an hour afcerwardy with 
the stolen property in hfe posession, but wheres 
or how he obtained {t I did not know watil the 
reports in the papers enlightened me. To have 





given evidence against bim, efcer haviog given | 


information to the police, would only have been 
to bring a hornet’s nest about my own eara, 
and eo I determined to let matters take their 


couree. 

“ And Egbert ?"’ Laura asked, 

*‘I am coming to that,” he said. 
sure that had others seen him as I had, as was 
probable they might have done, that suspicion 
would fall on him, I told him of his danger, and 
had the greatest d'fiiculty In log him to 
leave the country; but I ultimately did so, 
paying bis paeeage to Australis by a steamer 
which salled early that morning, and where Le 
fs now doing well, He writes me word, expross- 
ing but one wish, that his wife and child were 
with bim.” 

““Msy Heaven biess you!’’ was all Laura 
could say, and then she fell on her knees, bathing 
his hand with her hot, burning tears. 





CONCLUSION, 

But Bertie did not dis, and in the grey-haired 
gentleman who walks but slightly lame with the 
ald of a stick, one would never recognise the 
Invalid who was dragged In a-chalr over the 
Dankirque Sands; but ft fs cfiener than other- 
wise that the stick even iv thrown aside, and he 
rests slone on the arm of Laure, his wife. 

There are only those two vow left to each 
other, for Lady Leach has long joined the 
majority; and Florence Marston, with her 
davghter, have been united fn a far-away land to 
the husband whose past troubles are forgotten fa 
bis present happiness! 


[THE END } 








CLIFFE COURT. 


—i01— 


CHAPTER XIV.—(continued ) 


PraszntLty a shot was heard from a distant 
part of the wood, and Arline etarted up, and 
withdrew her face from Hubert's shoulder, 

**T had better go and fetch help at once, had I 
not?” 

“No, not just yet, Walta little, and I will 
come with you.” 

“You! Bat you cannot walk.” 

*€T fancy I could if 1 tried, and If I had an 
arm to Jean on,” 

There was something in his voice that struck 
Arline as bordering very nearly on laughter. 

** What do you mean }” sheexciaimed quickly ; 
“ were you nob wounded ?” 

“Yes, my arin was strack and ft bled a good 
deal, but that will soon be all right. The dead- 
liest wound was {n my beart, and you have 
cared It—almost.” 

Arline steod half petrified, and Habert, who 
had risen to his feed, threw hie uninjured orm 
round her waist, and bent down to look into her 
eyes. 
Zs Won't you forgive the ruse, Arlloe? I know 
I bad offended you by my conduct this after- 
noon, and I knew, too, what a proud little girl it 
was, avd therefore unilkely to draw back from 
the declaration of hatred uttered with such vehe- 
mence a little while ago. When the k 
atarted In pursuit of those rascally pcachers) I 





| 








should have gone foo, but] was so anx'ous about 
you that [ resolved to leave sverything else in 
order to assure myeelf of your eafety, and it was 
just ag 1 had bound my handkerchief round my 
arm to stop the bleeding, and wse golng to find 
you, that I enw you coming towards me, and I 
could aot resist the temptation of finding out 
ebether yon had epoken troly,or whether you 
loved ine.’ 

“Tt was cokind-—unfalr,” she murmured, 

"Tt wae nelther, or if it were the means were 
justified by the end I had Inview. Think, dar- 
Mog, the happiness of a whole lifetime waa at 
stake! You surely wil! cot blame me for riskicg 
something to secure it }” 

‘* The happiness |” she echoed, bitterly ; “say 
rather the misery. Tats is but the prelude to 
& long partiog.” 

* Not s0, dearest, 


‘ 


You must become my wife 


| asscon as possible, and then there will be ro 


euch thing as parting, unill death {teelf comes 


‘' Feeling | between us,” 


‘* You are talking under the ixfluence of ex- 
cltement,” she eaid, with a little sad emile which 
the darkness hid. “You forget the differevce of 
position between ar,” 

‘I forget It, certalnly,” he interrupted, “ but 
if I remembered it, it would be al! the eame, wy 
sweetheart! Don’t you kuow that Love fs a 
soclalist—the mightiest of all agents In working 
revolutions, and that {t reckz of nothing eave ita 
own power! It has epanaed torrents wider than 
Nisgara, it has bridged over chasms that have 
seemed hopeless, and the zoclal difference between 
us fs, after all, nothing to rpaak of. Ab! Arline, 
you Httle kuow the feeltug you heve awoke 
within me, if you think such conelderations as 
those have a feather’s weight with me!” 

* Not with you, perhaps, bub there fe yorr 
urcle to conelder.” 

Hubert’s brows knitted themaclvee together. 

“Tn such a matter ae this my uncle has no 
right to {nterfere.” 
ag No right, perhaps, bub he will think he 

6 ” 


“Then I must let him know diff-rently.’ 

** Aud provoke his anger ?” 

“Thst [ can’t help. A man mast leave his 
father and mother even, for the sake of his wife 
and if It be neceesary to brave my uncle's anger 
on your behalf, belleve me, darling, | shall nob 
ebrink from the ordeal.” 

"And doyou think I wonld be the causo of a 
rupture between you” Arline exclaimed, vehe- 
mentiy. ‘* No—a thousand times, no!" 

“Hush!” Hubert sald, stopping her with 
kleses, “ you bave my happiness to consider first, 
and whatever yon might say or do would not 
make the alighteet difference so far as I am 
concerned, for nothing In the wide world shall 
ever come between ns—I swear it!” 

Wild words—defying o fate against whose 
power we are all of us helpless | 

** Besides,” Habert continued ; " however 
angry my uncle might—nay probably would—be 
he cannot do more than remonstrate-—I mean to 
eay, he cannot disinherit me, or anything of that 
sort, for the eetates are entalled, and they must 
dezcend, with the title, to me, onless,”—he added 
laughiog—‘' Lord Cliffe should take {¢ Into hie 
head to marry and have children, in which case it 
would be rather a bad look-ont, Buteven then I 
should survive it, for I bave health and strength, 
end with these two amen ought surely to be 
able to fight the battle of life.” 

Oaly,’” Arline murmured; ‘the thought 
that I was the means of brivging trouble upon 
you woald make me so very mieerable !” 

* And the thought that I was working for you 
would make me so very happy! Thus, you see, 
the balance fs streck. Bat we will hope such a 
state of things will not come to pass. Uncle 
Everard Is, after sl!, a reasonable man, and when 
ke sees that nothing he can tay has power to 
charge my resolution, he won't waste time and 
words In a useless endeavour. Basides, you 
must bring the inflaence of your aweet face to 
bear upon him, and he will be something more 
than human if be can withstand ft !” 

“ And what wiil Lady de Roubaix aay 1” 

Hubert’s face fell ogaix, and he hesitated 
before replying. 
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‘* What s terrible girl you are for suggesting 
difficulties {'’ he exclaimed at length, lightly. 
“Clarice has no right to, fnterfere, and if she 
fe arrogant enough to assume one, she must be 
taught better, Bat let us dismiss all these 
chimerical fears from our minds, and think only 
of ourselvee, and our new-found happiness,” 

And this they did—walking quietly home 
ander the arching branches, ont {nto the misty 
radiance of the stars—those fmmutable witnesses 
of human life, that have seen the centuries roll 
by, men and women come and go, and throngh 
it all the love that never dies, that never grows 
old or stale—that 1s to-day what it was when 
Adam whispered to Eve, before they were 
driven forth from the flame-guarded gates of 
Eden ! . 





CHAPTER XY, 


For some moments after Colonel Stuart left 
her Aifcla remained In exactly the same attitude, 
gazing blankly before her, in a sort of stupor, 
irom which she was roused by a hand belog laid 
on her shoulder, and the voice of her husband, 
saying,— 

“So, Lady Carlyon, I find you giving assigna- 
tions to your former lover !” 

* What!” she exclaimed, turning upon him a 
white, bewildered face, as if she hardly com- 
prebended the meaning of hia words. 

‘I repeat, yon have been meeting Colonel 
Stuart—I saw bim leave you a few minnies 

a + 

* I do not deny 1b, but the meeting was purely 
accidental,” 

‘‘Ab! no doubt,” he eneered, ‘ These sorb 
of eccounters neuslly are—especiaily if they 
happen to be surprissd! I shall nob reproach 
you as I have the right to do; but It must be 
my daty to see that Io future you have no 
chance of risklog such accidents. IT have myself 
to think of as well as you, and the 1éle of Injared 
husband Is not one that I covet,’ 

She said nothing—t!ndeed, what could she say f 
Her head was In a-whirl, and Basil's last ‘‘ good- 
bye,” kept repeating itself, like a dirge In her 
eare, bringing with it the conviction that they 
bad parted for ever, 

Sir Ascot walked by her side till they reached 
home, and then accompanied her to her spart- 
ments, where she sank down fn a chair near the 
window, and gozed out on the dreary, rain-blarred 
gardens. Her husband partly gueseed her frame 
of mind from her agitated demeanour, and {t 
etrock him he might possibly play upon it to 
some advantages, 

*'T have bad news for you, Alicla—your boy fs 
il,” he said, making the announcement without 
any unnecessary ceremony. 

All her apathy vaulahed as {f by magfo, and 
she started up, claspirg her hands together, 

" Til—Donglas, il! Is this trne, Ascod, or are 
you saying it to torture me?” 

‘* It Ie quite true, but If you doubt my word 
read this, 

He handed her a telegram, and seizing t she 
read these words :— 

"From Mies Otway to Sir Ascot Carlyon :— 

** Douglas is mach worse, have called In a 
second physician, but he holde out very little 
hope uuless a change takes place before night, 
You or your wife had better come at once.” 

The poor young mother dropped the telegram 
with ® deep groan, and threw herself on her 
knees at her husband’s feet. 

“ Ascot—let me see him-—for the love of 
Heaven, let me goto him at once, Reamembar, 
he {fs your child as well as mine, and his poor 
Uttle spark of life may go out with nelther of us 
by! Have some pity!” she ontreated, wildly. 

‘* There fa a train which leaves Cilffe ab half- 
past five, and [t Is now @ little after four,” sald 
the Baronet, deliberately, as he pulled hls watch 
out of bis pocket and looked at i, ‘So there 
would be ample time to drive to the statfov, and 
you have your hat and closk on ready, I will 
order the carriage, and accompany you myself.” 
a aelzed his hand, and covered it with 

cisses, 








“I knew your cruelty could nob last-- 
humanity {tself forbade ft!” she exc'simed, 

“Stay!” he sald, “'you have not heard me 
to the end, I wili let you go on condition that 
you put your signature to the docoment iying on 
my study table downstaira—not uniese,” 

All the fervour died from her fecs, and she 
sank down In ap abtitude of utter despair, The 
mother’s tortured heart crled— 

" Let everything go——do ashe says! What Is 
wealth In comparison with your son’s life }"’ 

Sir A-cot watched her and saw the struggle, 
and his heart gave » qaick throb of triumph— 
ab last she would surrender | 

“Saresly you will not hesitate In a case like 
this!” hesaid. “If he died, and you did not 
zee him, you would be the victim of « life-long 
regret,” 

“Great heavens! what a nature you must 
have to attempt sucha bargain with me now!” 
she exclaimed, with exceeding bitterness. " One 
would think Douglas were lese than a stranger 
tes you.” 

Sir Arcot shrugged his shoniders, 

“I muet look after my own Interezisa, you 
know ; and as for heartlessness—it seems to me 
you are displaying that quality now. Evidently 
you care more for carryidg your owa point than 
for your chfid.” 

‘Tt fs because I care so much for him that I 
healtate.” 

“ And while you are welghing his lifeand your 
estates In the balance, time is going on, and in a 
Iicile while all chance of seelog him may be 
denfsd you.” 

His argument would have had very llttle 
weight with her had not her own heart pleaded 
as it did, To such a struggle there could be but 
one end, ss he had foreseen. 

“T yieid!” she exclaimed, fu desperation. 
“Take me downstairs, and I will sign anything 
you wish rs,” 

Str Ascot was too discreet to. express his 
elation at the victory he had achieved, but his 
dark eyes blazed with triumph at her words. 

‘* That is well. I will get the butler and Dr. 
West—whom I perceive coming up the avenue— 
to witness the execution of the deed.” 

Half mechanically she followed him dowustairs 
into his etudy, her face fall of a dull despair. 
On the table lay the parchment which was to take 
from her the lands for whose possession ehe had 
fought eo hardly—and with such « futile result ! 

Sle Ascot left to meet Dr. West and bring 
him In, and the echo of hls footsteps had hardly 
died away before a footman entered, carrying on 
a salver the letters that had come by the after- 
noon post. The uppermost envelope bore the 
writing of the Baronet’s aunt, and Lady Carlyon 
immediately seized {[b and tore ft open, reckless 
in her anxiety for news of her boy of what her 
husband might say at having his correspondence 
locked at, 

Her eyes glanced swiftly over the first part of 
the letter, which treated entirely of businese 
matters, but at the end she read,— 

“Douglas is very well, indeed, and ceems 
happy enough with ble nurse. Iam glad to say 
he gives me very little trouble, so you need 
not teke him away until you wish to have him 
again.” 

Alicia let fall the paper In her astonishment, 
then suatched {t up and looked at the date, It 
was of that very day, and had clearly been 
written in the morning, for the hour, 9 50 4 m., 
was added to the date. The telegram was fo her 
pocket, and she opened !t to see what time it had 
been sent out, 9 45--that would be before the 
letter was written. 

The fact that the telegram was a false one, 
despatched through Sir Ascot’s agency flashed 
upon her in a moment--he had sent {, calculat- 
log upon the effect [t would have on her ; and 
utterly oblivious of every consideration that a 
man of honour would have felt at euch a decep- 
tion, and but for the accident of her haviog sesn 
his aunt’s letter, the ruse would have been 
successfal, 

A few minntes later the Baronet entered, fo)- 
lowed by Dr, West. 

“T have ordered the carriage, Alicia, and it 
will be ready directly,” he said, briskly, going to 








the table, and looking about fora pen. « Ay, 
—this ie che plscs you must algo.” a 

He pointed to it with his forefoger, ites 
dipped the pen in the ink, and extended {* (s wars. 
ner, 

"Ba quick,” he eaid, impatiently ; " we hare 
no time to spare if we intend catching ths 
psst five train.” 

“Ido not intend catching It,” she returned 
very quietly. 

“ What } se 

‘Trepeat I have no object In going away now 
that I know my boy Is quite well.” 

The pen dropped from hia fingers, and he etood 
® little way off gazing at her in surprise, while 
an expression of blank dismay spread {tself over 
bis face, 

“ What do you mean!” 

"I mean that through the accident of opening 
Miss Otway's letter I have arrived at a know. 
ledge of your treachery |" she exclaimed, tn ker 
clear, high-pitched tones, while her ilp curled, 
and her eyes flashed with fine scorn, “I thought 
I knew your character pretty well before, bat I 
had no idea of the baseness of the depths to 
which you would descend, 1 shall be better pre. 
pared In future,” 

To-atterapt to describe the Barovet’e fary 
would be impossible, He had been 0 near 
success; and now the cup was dashed to the 
ground just as ft touched his lips ! 

A savage oath burst from him, and be raieed 
his arm, almoatasif he would have etrack bis 
wife in the violence of his passlon. 

She never filuched, but Dr. West canght him 
by the sleeve, and drew him away. 

“Don’t forget yourself like that, Carlyon,” 
he sald ia a low voice; “ you won't do auy good 
by personal violence, You are foiled this time, 
sud the only thing for you fs to enbm{t with as 
good s grace as you can.” 

He held the door open for Lady Carlyon, who 
went ont at once, and then the physician came 
back to the Baronet, and laid his hand on his 
shoulder, 

* Don't look so hopelese, Carlyon—you haven't 
played your last card yet.” 

“Haven't 1? By Jove, it seems very much 
like {t, for I see no chance of vanquishing 
her,” was the moody answer; and uniee | 
get the mopey-thia week {t will be all over with 
me Ld 


wards 


Lai! 


“You have trusted to your own measures to 
tar, bub now we'll see what effect mine have,” 
said Dr, West, tu his slow, soft tones, and Sir 
Asco> looked up at him Imquicingly ; “I eup 
posé your reward would be liberal in case ! 
succeeded }” 

"Instead of a hundred, I will give you five 
hundred the day the deed fs signed!” 

"That fe a bargain then—but give me 6 few 
Ines to that effect before we go any farther.” 

The Baronet did as he was requested, and 
West put the memorandum carefully away fo bis 
pocket-book, ; 

“T bave not studied drage and thelr effects all 
theee years for nothing,” be obeerved, with » 
smile of peculiar significance; ‘and I faccy 
through thelr ald we may bring Lady Uar'yop 
to s state of corepliance without further lors 01 
time, Ab sll events, we will leave no effort 
untried In endeavouring to do so 1” 


CHAPTER XVL 


Lapy pe Rovparx did not stay long in tte 
sick room after the departure of the physiclano— 
perhaps she found it rather dull work sittiog >y 
the bedside and watching Esther Grant’s vacuous 
countenance, or perhaps she had no further 
ot jach to serve by remaining, : 

As she went downstairs she wae met oy 
Lord Cilffe, and together they proceeded to 18 
library. 

Oa the table wae an anclent-looking mp ©" 
parchment that attracted Clarice’s attention, 
and she bent down to examine it, 

“To fa a plan of Cilffe Court that I chanced 
upon this morning when I was looklug over som° 
old farally deeds,” sald the Viscount, in exp'ac® 
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tion, ‘It te rather ancient, but {b gives me a 
good Idea of the house, especially of the west 


. "That is calied the ‘ haunted wing,’ is it not?” 
aeked Clarice, 

Lord Cliffe smiled, 

Yes, it has somehow earned that appellation 
—perhaps because 1p has been closed for so 


many years. © 

“ Why is 1b closed?" 

+ Well, as a matter-of-fact, it is In very bad 
repair, and Ihave uever thought is worth while 
having workmen In to put {t right, especially as 
we have already more room than we need ; but 
I believe {t was originally shat up in consequence 
of the rumours that were spread about of its 
being the haunt of supernatural beings, It {s 
one of the oldest portions of the Court, and fell 
of odd nooks and corners, that were formerly 
ased aa hiding places for conspirators durlog the 


wars, 

“And fs there nob a atory connected with 
ib?” inquired Lady de Roubaix, with eome 
interest, 

“Yee; a tragic one, and very much resem- 
bling other ghostly legends, I suppose every 
noble family in England Is In the possession of 
one, more or less veracious. Should you Ifke to 
hear Ib?” 

“Tmomensely,” the Countess responded, lean- 
ing back againet the purple velvet cushions of 
the armchair and calling to Gyp—Hubert’s collie 
—to come to her, an Invitation Gyp declined with 
an ungraclous growl. 

Try as she would, Lady de Roubaix could not 
make the dog like her. 

“Té I were an author, or if I had even as much 
imagination as Hubert, I should spin the legend 
out into a regular story,’ began Lord Cilffe, 
isughing ; “but asITam neither I must cut it 
short, and only tell you the bare facts, as | heard 
them from my mother, who waa very fond of 
repeating them :— 

“To seems, many years ago, in the reign of 
one of the Charles's, I believe, the Lord of Cliffe 
had but one daughter, a very beautiful gir!, 
mamed Hildred, and she, of course, was bis 
helress, A younger brother, however, was the 
father of two sons, and to the elder, Richard, tt 
was decided Lady Hildred should be married, no 
as to the title and estates together. 

“She, however, with the perversity of modern 
young ladies, chose to fail in love with the 
younger brother, Piers, and absolutely declined 
the alliance her father had proposed for her. 

** This, of course, roused the fury of her fiancé 
and while the two brothers were out hunting one 
day Piers was stabbed to the heart, and his life- 
less body brought heme to Cilffe Court, toa 
room in the west wing that had been closed for 
many, many years, 

“ Aildred saw the corpse of her lover, and 
accused Richard of being his murderer, an accu- 
sation he could not deny; and then the girl 
pronounced a terrible curse on the race, the 
exact words of which are not recorded, but she 
fell dead on Plers’ body ; and since then, the 
story goes, ft Is fatal for a reigning Lord of 
Ciiffe to eater that room, for so surely as he does 
he ls shortly afterwards overtaken by a violent 
death, Sbrange to relate, this tradition has been 
carfously verified more than once, and the coin- 
poe has led to the tale being recelved as 

e. 

: And do you belleve in it, Uacle Everard 1” 

‘Ti Oertafaly not, Iam nov so credulous,”’ 

‘And yet,’’ purened Cuarice, “if fp came to 
the point, I daresay you would hesitate before 
enterlug the room.” 

“ITdon’t think eo ; I fatter myself I am above 
such foolish superstitions, ButI have not told 
you all yet. Since Lady Hildred’s death she has 
seen fio to haunt the scenes of her mortal career, 
and alwaye appears In the guise ef a lady dressed 
fa white, on the eve of the demise of any of the 
‘ oe Is {t not « romantic legend !’’ 

ery.” 
_ “Why, you look quite solemn—as {f you were 
inclined to believe it true!” exclaimed the 
’ “count, laughing, 
_ ‘Tam not quite sure that I don’t believe it,” 
$28 responded, thoughtfully. 


7 








"Nonsense ! Do you suppose It posable such 
things as ‘ghosts’ are perwitted to walk the 
earth ?” 


‘*Trealiy don’t see any great reason to doubt 
it. You know ‘there are more things In heaven 
and earth than are dreamt of in our philosophy !’ | 
and for my part, I have always been inclined 
to fancy that there would not be such an universal 
bellef fo spirits unless there was some ground 
for {6.”” 

“Then it is time you were taught better,” 
Lord Ciiffe satd, rising. ‘ Suppose we go up- 
stairs and Investigate these mysterfous apart- 
mente, I have the key of the door leading to 
them,” 

Clarice made no objection, 20 they proceeded 
through a long corridor that led to the west 
wing, and paused before a heavy cak door, which | 
the Viecount, with some difii:ulty—for the lock 
had grown rusty from disuse—contrived to open. 
This gave access to another long passage, the 
walls of which were hung with tapestry, faded 
{nto a neutral grey with age, and eaten into holes 
by rats. From the ceiling depended long fes- 
Soons of cobwebs—the work of many generations 
of spiders, who had lived and died, undisturbed 
by the brooms of housemaids, 

Farther on were the apartments—ail furnished 
in the style of a couple of ‘centuries ago, and 
presented a mournful spectacle of desolation ; the 
havgtogs were falling away from the walle, the 
furniture was moth-eaten and covered inches in 
duet, and only the faintest Nght came fa through 
the mullioned windows. 

, After they had walked through and ‘examined 
a few objects of interest, Clarice said,-— - 

" Bat where is the room in which Lady Hil- 
dred pronounced her curse ?” 

The Viscount led her {In silence to a door on 
which a large red cross had been painted, and 
at the sight of {sb Lady De Roubsix—unaturally 
superetitions—gave a violent atart. Her uncle 
observed It, and langhed. 

“ Tf you are thue frightened outside the portal 
what would you be inside the room Itssif}” he 
eald. “In me auch terrcr would be excusable, 
considering the penalty that Is attached to my 
entering.” : 

“Bat you say you don’t believe in the 
curse 1” 

‘* Nelther do J” 

“Then you would not mind going Inside?” 

**Not the slizhtest. I will prove my veracity 
if you wish,” . 

He unfastened the door and threw I open, but, 
in epite of his vaunted bravery, he drew back a 
atep as the interior of the room became visible, 
It was much in the same state of repair as the 
others, and was perhaps s little smaller ; in one 
corner wes & curlous!y carved oak cupboard, 
covered with grotesque masks, and reaching from 
floor to ceiling, and this was the most prominent 
object the apartment contained. 

“Go In!” Clarice sald, with smiling peremp- 
torIness, althongh her lips trembled while she 
uttered the worde. 

He hesitated, then obeyed, and she followed, 
their fees making deep imprints on the dusty 
floor; and it must be confessed that both were 
much paler than usnal, although it Is probable 
Lord Cliffe would have contradicted anyone 
who had: accused him of a terror of the un- 
known. 

There was a strange, dead silence in the room, 
whose effect was heightened by the misty light— 
for the tattered remnant of curtains s‘ill draped 
the windows. Suddenly this allence was broken 
by a reguiar, monotonous tick-tick. 

* What is that?” exclaimed Clarice, catching 
hold of Lord Cilffe’s arma. 

" Nothing,” be answered, glancing round un- 
easily, as If to make sure they were alone, ‘It 
must be my watch,” he added. 

“Tt fa not your watch—tIt fs much louder, snd 
more peculiarly distinct,” she asserted, her lps 
growing whiter, while she tightened her clasp on 
his sleeve. ‘I have heard is before, and I know 
what {tb means. It{s the Death Watch!” 

“ How ridiculously fanciful you are!” he ex- 
claimed, moving towards the door, and speaking 
rather angrily; “your mother must have left 





you to the care of Ignorant nurses, who fostered 
your superatitions tendencies.” 

‘* Weil, we shall see! ” eho responded, some- 
what piqued by the accueatlon, although she 
knew ib was perfectly well merited, ‘I heard 
the same thing before my mother’s death, eo you 
must acknowledge I have some reason for fear- 
ing It. 

“A mere colncldence, such as often happens— 
nothing more. I am eurpriced that an educated 
woman should allow herself to be influenced 
by it.” 

Clarice did not reply, and they went towards 
the inhabited portion of the house, 

“T will have that wing repaired, and made fit 
for habitatlon—it has been empty quite long 
enough,” declared Lord Cilffe. *' Deserted rooms, 
full of moths and dust, are conducive to ghosts ; 
but carpenters and painters, and a consignment 
of tables and chairs from Maple’s, will do a great 
deal towards sending them to the rightabout, 
At all events, I will try the experiment.” 

In spite of himself and hfe own convictions he 
waz conaclous of a strange sort of chill that had 
fallen upon him directly he entered the doomed 
chamber, and which Clarice’s words had {n- 
creased, 

He tried in vain to shake [t off, and at last 
went out In the park, with the idea of the fresh 
alr doing him good. 

As Lady De Roubaix was enterfug her room 
she was met by the nurse who had been engaged 
to attend to Esther Grant, 

“The doctor has just sent the medicine, and 
there Is something for you, my lady,” she said, 
extending a amall bottle wrapped in white paper 
as she spoke, 

“Thank you,” the Ccuntess responded, taking 
it from her, “ By the bye,” she added, ‘'I think 
you eald you wanted to go into the village this 
evening, did you not }”’ 

*' I should like to go for an hour or so-—one of 
the housemalds has promised to watch by Mrs. 

tvant while I am away.” 

“(J will watch myzelf—I have nothing to do, 
and {bt will be an amusement fur me,” said Lady 
de Roubafx, and the nurse bowed and thanked 
her, privately wondering what this freak on the 
Countese’s part might be attributed to—she had 
been with the patient a couple of hours already, 
and certaluly Esther Grant was far from an in- 
terestlag invalid, 

However, It was not her place to question the 
fancies of the beautifal Countess, so she went to 
the village, made her few purchases, and on 
her return proceeded to the sick-room, and 
met Lady de Roubalx coming out—her cheeks 
very red, and a bright, triumphant light In 
her eyes. 

“The patient fa all right,” she observed, 
passing on. “ She has fallen asleep, and so I took 
the opportunity of leaving her.” 

She had fallen asleep very soundly, and the 
nurse looked rather puzzled aa she leaned over 
her, and listened to her heavy, irregular breath- 
Ing. 

‘ve never scen her sleep like this {n the 
daytime,” she muttered so herself; “it looks as 
if ahe had had an opiate given her—-bat thatcan’t 
be, for Dc, Fletcher sald it wouldn’t do to let her 
take any narcotics,”’ 

She shook her gently, and tried to awaken 
her In order to administer her medicine, but the 
sick woman was in so firm a slumber that 
all her efforts were vaiv, and at last she 
deslated, and altting down by the bedside began 
to work, 

Some little time after there was a knock at the 
door, and on opening it shesaw Lord Cliffe stand- 
fog on the threshold. > 

“ TJ wanted to see the patient, nuree,”’ he sald. 
‘De, Fistoher has given me permission to put 
a few questions to her, although he does not 
hold out much hope of her being able to answer 
them.” 

© I'm afraid not efther, my lord. She Is asleep 
now, but ff your lordship will please to come {n, 
I'll try te wake ber.” 

The Viscount entered, but would not consent 
to have Mra, Grant disturbed. He looked at her 
very fixedly as her head lay on the pillow, and 
then shook his own, 
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**Y have not the faintest recollection of her 


features. I donot belleve I have ever seen her 
before,” he naattered to himself, his expression 
growing graver ; then turning to the nurse, he 
wided, “she has something round her neck, bas 
she not!’ 

“" Yes, m7 lord—a little bag.” 

‘Con alaing papers }” 

"| belleva so—at least, ib sounde like {t.'’ The 
nnree, a8 she spoke, bent over the sleeping 
women, and drew forth the linen bag to show 
Lord Ciiffe, ‘It Is not often she removes her 
fingers from it, even in her sleep—but this fs 
such @ strange kind of sleep.” 

The Viscount looked at it, then he seemed to 
debate with himself, A> last he said, — 

‘Tt is of some importance that I should try 
and discover the identity of this poor woman 
and the only way of doing ii seems to be by 
looking abt the contents of this bag. I will 


take on myself the risk of opening it, and 
will put the pspera back after I have examined 
them,” 


Toe ourse thought such a proceeding per- 
fectly jastifiable, and detached the bag from 
Mre. Grant's neck, 

Shall I unpick the stitches for you, my lord?” 
“Thank you ; I shall be obliged if you wil’.” 
She took a pair of sclasors, and began her tatk 

ot a very dificult ons, for the stitches were 
large and irregnlir 

“Them as done this work didn’t know much 
about sewing,” she ventured to remark, as she 
held out the bsg te Lord C.iffe. 

Inside was a sheet of papsr, many times 
folded, and this tae Viscount opened. In the 
centre Was & sheet of tiseue pepsr contalnicg a 
few faded flowers. Nothing elsee—no word of 
writing—no sign to thow whence the woman 
came, or whither she was going—only a little 
bunch of withered blossoms. A keen lock of dis- 
sppolotment appeared In the Viscount’s face, 

My trouble hae been fn vain,” he remarked. 

'* You had better restore the beg to its former 
condiifon, and pnt ft round her neck again, 
There is nothing fn it to help us, but donbtless 
the poor woman cherishes the flowers because of 
some tender memories connected with them.” 

He went from the room, and the nurse pre- 
pared to obey his wishes, but before putting the 
flowers back she eatifisd her owa private carlo- 
elty by examining thera, 

“ They aren’t so very old elther, for the rose 
still bas some scent Iefr, and even a little bit of 
colour. Whoever gave them to her must have 
got them from a greenhouse, for tube- ‘roses and 
stephanotis don’t grow out of doors,”’ she said 
to herself, as she finished her tack. . ‘'{t was 
rather @ sell for my lord, after all the trou ble he 
had taken,”’ 
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CHAPTER XYViIlL. 

Mas Becton was sitting up for Arline, and 
scolded her very severely for staying so long In 
the cottege ; but the young girl, eo far from re- 
eenting, heard all she had to say with a bright 

smile, and never made the least attempt to 
excuse herself, 

“IT wonder what’s up with you!” the houwse- 
keeper said, regarding ber curiously. ‘* You 
look as if you'd had a fortune left you, or a good 
offer of marriage—which silly girls} think fs the 
eame thing |” 

Arline blushed rosy red, and stooped to pick 
up her glove, in order to hide ber face. 

“It’s a nice time to have supper,’ grumbled 
Mrs. Belton ; “but I suppose you wanb some- 
thos to eat after your walk,” 

“No, thank you ; I’m not hungry.” 

With some little “difficulty Arline at length got 
off upstairs, bat she did not go to bed, for, aa 4 
ruatter-of-fact, she was too excited to sleep. She 
had so much to think of, for sires the morning it 
.seemed to her more events had happened than 
she had ever experienced In her Mfe before, She 
went to her wlatow, and leaned out into the 


— autumn night, her lips carving in a happy 
smile, 





She could hardly convince herself of the truth | 
of what had happened, It seemed so etravge, 
so dream like, that she pinched herself In order 


to feel sure she was awake, and not the victim of | 
some delusion of the senses, In the morning | 


she had gone out dejected, miserable, looking 
forward to nothing but a life of toll, unlighted 
by 8 gleam from the sunshine of love. 
whole fature was radiant with {t, for would not 
Hubert share {t with her ? 


She resolutely put from her all thought of | 
the trouble that she knew must be in store for | 
them both from Lord Cilffe’s opposition—time | 


enough to think of that to-morrow—to-night, 
at least, she would be entirely happy. 

How long she remained at the window she 
did not know, but as she turned away and began 
undressing herself she diecovered that a little 
bunch of ivy leaves Hubert had picked her on 


their way home had fallen from her drees, where | 


she had pinned them. Probably they had come 
upfastened while she was taking 
and in thia case they would be still lying on the 
floor of the houzekeeper’s room. 

Arline, of course, shuddered at the thought of 
their belng swept away, so she slipped on her 
dressing-gown, and, taking a light, went out Into 
the pasasge, 


Oa her way she had to pass the end of the 


corridor leading to the west wing, and it hap- 


pened that just as she reached [t the clock in the | 


ball struck two, the strokes vibrating on the 
silence with that pecuilarly hollow eound that 
is only heard fn the night. 


Arline paueed a moment, conscious of a alight | 


feeling of terror, and at that instan® her eyes fell 
on 8 white figure, slowly advancing with a nolse- 


less movement that may best be described as | 


gliding. 
At first the young girl would have run away, 
but, asa matter-of-fact, she was absolately fn- 


capable of stirring; her feet seemed glued to | 
the ground, and her tongue to the roof of her | 


mouth, 
She, Io common with the rest of the houze- 


hold, knew the story of the White Lady, and | 
her firet iden was that thie must be Lady | 


Hildred herself come back from the grave to 
warn the Cliffes of some terrible calamity io 
store for them, 

It fs easy enough to laugh at “ ghoats” aud 
deride them in the daytime, when the sun fs 
shintog and there fe plenty of company abou’, 
bat it becomes quite a different matter In the 


dead of night, when the silence and solitude is | 


anbroken. 

And sgaln, who shall say that deep down In 
our hearts there is pot a lurking belief Jn that 
world of spirits beyond our ken! Who has not, 
at one time or another, felt some strange, unde. 
finable presence near him, even If {t were Invi- 
alle} 


Arline was braver than the generality of girl, 7 
bat she nearly fainted with terror while that | 


weird figure, in its trailing white garmente and 


with long black hair faliing over the choulders | 


and down to the walat, glided nolselessly past, 
and was loat in the murky shadows of the pas- 
sage leading to the haunted wing; then, without 


thought of ivy lesver, of Hubert or av eau | 


else, she flaw back to her room, double locked tiie 
door, and sank on the bed, ehivering with dread | 
of that phantom world on whose boundaries it | 
seemed to her she had just stood, 


( To be continued.) 


Now her | 


off her cloak, | 


peeled 





THE MOST NUTRITIOUus, 


EPPS’S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


COCOA 


BREAKFAST—SUPPER, 





KEARSLEY Sio0vcars rcpurines 


, WIDOW WELCH S 
‘’  GEMALE’ PILLS ° ; 


Awarded Cert’ficate of Merit for the cure of Irreen); 
Anwmia, and ail Female Complaints. They have ths 

on, Beware ott Tmitati ons. The « 
ein White A ‘aper We 
Bs. Od., of aL ( “hen ists. 3s 
rh A bag Da or 34 stampa, by t 
17, N h Street, Westminster, 








¢ 
e makers, . 
ry a im the Co! 





How to Play the Piano. 





. a rar 
Unique Tutor by PROF. MUNRO. 
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without previous kno wied of music, to learn in lees than one 
week to play the piano or Organ besutifally, socom pa 
all keys, improvise and pl ay da nee music. Most stroz 
mended to al i sanale lovers by the Weebly Times ‘and o} 
A beolutely ix nable ar a time saver and plesaure-giver 
| now become {rata liately your own accompanist, ele, Everyo 
char it. Bust tree, 3s, Gd.* 
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VGIGE PRODUCTION AND SINGING. 


New Treatise based on the true pan method, showing b 
breathe, produce, and prese _ th phir 

, sing with ease, good taste a 

by eminent anthorities tev w 

Public Speakers, Post free, ! 





sable to all Bin gum, Clergy ey abe 


THE TEMPLE PUBLISHING CO., 
44e, Bell Yard, London, W.C. 





“No shape bat this ean pl 
dainty eye." —oh hakespeare. 
EXQUISITE MODELS. 
ERFECT FIT. 
CUARANTEED WEAR. 


DIAGONAL SEAM 


CORSETS. 


Wili not aplis in the Seams w 
on the oe 
Made tn White, 
allthe Fashionable ooh r 
Shades in Italian Cloth, Saus, 
: and Coutil. 
4/il, 5/ll, 6/11, 7/2 
4 per pair and upwards. 
THREE GOLD MEDALS. 
Bold by the principel Drape:s 
and Ladies’ Outfitters. 
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FACETIA, 


Mares they call shipe “she” becauee their 
mates aré men, 

Atways keep your temper ; {t ls worth more 
to you than {t fs to anyone else. 

IyrsunancE AczentT: "Married or single?” 
Splosver (coyly): * I'll leave that to you, elr,” 

“Worn does a budding young dameel burst 
Isto trait?" “ When she becomes tho apple of 
semaebody’s eye.” 

Frances: *'I understand Bessie has offered to 
sing at the charity concert,” Prove: ** I should 
cali that more of a threat than an offer,” 

‘Bur can’s the dear little thing's father sug- 
gest tome name F " © Yes; every night his father 
calls him a vew name; but I’m afraid they 
wouldn't do.” 

“You always seem to be happy and con- 
tented?” ‘'I manage to be just deaf enough 
pot to hear some thingr, and blind enough not 
to see others,” 

Ove Post: “And was my angel mcved to 
tears by my poor little work?" Oar Davghter : 
“Yee, dear, So silly, wasn’s it, to ery at 
nothing?” 

"Why are you always out walking alone now- 
adsys!” “ Because my wife plays the piano so 
much,” ‘Can she, then, play the plano?” ‘I 
don't think she can, but ahe does |” 

“Tus liver is awfal, Maud,” said Mr. Newwed. 
“T'm very sorry,” returned the bride, " J’il 
tell the couk to speak to the liveryman about 
It,” 


BramaLe: “I used to make fan of my wife 
for shopping all day without buying anythiog.” 
Thorne: “Did ft do any good?” Bramble: 
“Well, she always boys something now.” 

“I gap my photograph taken with my bicycle, 
bot had to reject it,” Wasn't it a good one?” 
* Yer, mine was all right ; but it didn’t do my 
bicycle juatice.”’ 

Littte Wittig: ** Pa, why do they call them 
‘minor poete’#” Pa: “ Because they ought to 
be working with pick and shovel instead of 
wiitlog poetry, my son?” 

SyuraTuiser: “Ob, don’t despair! If your 
wife has run away with your friend, can’t you 
forget her?” Ht: “ Yes, I cam do that; bat 
my poor friend—to think what he’s gct to 
endure,” 

CoLtumpreg: ' You look worrlec.” The Come- 
dian: “J am. I can’? make out whether the 
people are laughing because they think I’m 
fanny or because they think it’s funny that I am 
nob funny."’ 3 

“Tatk about the difficalty of proposing |” 
writes “Algernon,” from Yermouth. “The 
average young man’s difficulty when he fs thrown 
continually Into the society of pretty girls ts to 
keep from making proposals,” 

‘Do you thisk you earn enough to support 
twol” asked her father. “Twoi” answered 
the young man quizzically. “I’ve only asked 
for one of your family! Who else are you gotng 
wo folst on mei” 

‘Do you regret that you married me!’ she 
weked on the night of the fifth anniversary, 
' What's the use—er—O! I mean, my dear,” he 
exclaimed, wakiog up, ‘‘ what’s the use of asking 
such foolieh questions ?” 

Mns. Vos Brumer: “I had no dea Mrs, 
Piankington was so mean until I went shopping 
— anit Von ee : ‘* What did she do?” 

rs. Yon Blumer: ‘I ineisted upon Ing her 
cab fare, and she leb me do it.” all pty 

Hrr Brro (sentimentally): “If I were to 
Propose to you, what would be to you the must 
vivid rmind-pleture of the future?” His Heroine 
\expectantly): ‘A ttle plush-box, satin-lined, 
containing a diamond ring,” 

“Your mother-in-law accuses you of stealing 
her trunk. What have you to say?” “Your 
honour, I simply bid her trank ; I was so afraid 
the’d leave us.” He was given eighteen monthe’ 
—elz for stealing, and twelve for lying, 








FRIEND: ‘ I know you are a proud and heppy 
father, and l've no doubt that baby is a regular 
cherub, and all that; bat I don’t see why you 
need hold your head quite so high,” Young 
Father: ** Tnat’s to keep from dropping aelee p.” 


Tux conversation had turned upon clubs and 
bachelors and bachelors’ quarters. '‘ Why ielb?” 
she asked, dreamily, ‘that men don’t marry?” 
“With your permission,” he replied, ‘'T shail be 
pleased to prove to you that they do.” 

Binco (after arguing ove hour and thirty-five 
mirutes w.t his wife): '* Now, my dear, what 
I want to know fa this, are yon gviog to give 
in}’’ Mrs. Bingo (defiantly): ‘No; I’m not!” 
Bingo: “ Then I suppose I’li have to,” 

ForsMan (quarry gavg): “It's sad news Oi 
hov’ for yez, Mra. McGaharraghty, Y’r busband’s 
new watch Is brokeu. It waz a foins watch, an’ 
{t's smashed all to paces.” Mre. McG. : " Dearie 
me! How did that happen?” Foreman: "A 
ten-tou rock fell on ’io,”’ 

Myatie : What do you think } I’ve had three 
proposa!s in as many days, and, oh, dear ! I’m in 
such a qusndary, I don’t know which one to 
accept.” Addie: ‘Oh, takethemallaud make 
sare, I> way ba possible that one of them really 
means it.” 

Tures different waiters ab s hotel asked a 
prima, precise little professor at dinner if he 
would have soup, A lfttle annoyed, he sald to 
the last walter who asked the question: ‘ Is it 
compuleory?” “ No, eir,” said the waiter, ‘I 
think it’s mock turtle,” 

“I am dreadfally sorry, Harry,” she said, 
‘but our wedding will have to be postponed.”’ 
“ Postponed!” he exclaimed, “ Why?" ‘* Papa 
told me last night that, owlng to other heavy 
items, he did nob see how he could possibly 
afford a son-in-law this year.” 

“Cuapiis, dear,” sald young Mre, Torkins, 
"the baby is trying to talk again, It’s wonder- 
ful how he takes after you!” ‘‘ What fs he 
talking aboat!” “Ithink if must have been 
politica, He started very ca'mly, but In a few 
minutes be was as angry and red In the face as 
he could be,” 

Mas Jones: “Your son Thomas sick ? i’m 
sorry to hear that.” Mrs Greene: “Yes. The 
poor fellow was ont painting the town, as [ have 
since been Informed by young Slater, who lives 
next door, and 1’ afrald the smell of the paint 
was too much for him, His stomach {fs not very 
strong.” 

Sue Was Right Too.—Father (left in charge) : 
“No, you cannot have any more cake, (Very 
seriously } “ Do ycu know what I shall have to 
do if you go on making that dreadful nolee }"’ 
Little Girl (sobbing): “ Yes.” Father: ‘* Weil, 
what is that?” Little Girl: “Give me some 
more caks,” 

Tae cannibal chieftain regarded the stout man 
with interest. “So you used to bea great bicycle- 
rider,” he repeatéd. “We may congratulate 
ourselves tbat you did not use racing handle- 
bats.” The captive gazed inguirlogly. ‘ That 
iz to aay,” continued bis hoat, “ they would have 
made you lean.” 

Sommer Boarper: I think, considering the 
price I pay, and the poor accommodations you 
have, you might at least treat me with respect.” 
Mrs. Hayfork: ‘‘ Weil, mum, to teil the truth, I 
can’t feel much respect for people what pays the 
big prices I charge fer the sort of accommyda- 
tions I give.” 

“‘Anp that fa ellver ore, fe it!’ said an old 
lady, as ehe examined a carlous-locking bib of 
mineral, ‘ Yee,” said her husband. ‘* And how 
do they get the silver ont?” ‘“' They smelt ft,” 
‘‘Well, that’s queer,” she eald, spplying her 
nose to the ore, ‘*I smelt ft, too, but I didn’s 
get any silver.” 

A HANSOM DRIVER had jast picked up a fare, 
and was hurrying along one of the crowded 
streets in the West Esd when the wheel of his 
cab just maneged to grezs a horse which a very 
stout man was driving. “ Now, then, can’t yur 
eee me!” bawled ont the fofuriated ‘bus-driver. 
“No,” replied the cabby. ‘Yer whip’s {n front 
of yer 1!” 








He: ‘You acknowledge that you-—er—like 
me, yet refuse.’’ She (belle of the season): 
“Yee, Tmuat, Thirteen is an unlacky number.’ 
‘Bat” “You are the thirteenth man who haa 
proposed to me; and if we. should become 
engaged I'm afrald something dreadful would 
happ:n.” “You are foollehly superttitious. 
What could happen} ‘ I might marry you.” 


THs other day a little boy wandering alone in 
the direction of some crags tumbled over, but 
luckily escaped with nothing woree than a bud 
fright. When he came home, he told bis elster 
what had happened to him, “An’ did ye greev 
when ye got up again, Juhnny ?” his sister sald. 
To which the youngster replied: ‘ What wad 
has been th’ use o” greetin’ when there wis na¢ 
body there to hear me ?” 


We had been dlecuesing the beauties of Suske 
epaare, and one of us had quoted King Henry's 
soliicquy on sleep. ‘Beautiful indeed!” 
“ Exquisite!” ‘Such pathos!” “Sabiime !’’ 
ejaculated several of the company, Then the 
irreverent one spake; ‘I can’t help thinking 
that the king was a bit of » doffer! He must 
have been acquainted with the philosophy cf 
Mahomet contained in his observation that if the 
mountain wouldn't come to him he must go tothe 
mountain.” ‘ What of that?” Inquired we. 
‘Why, this: when the king found sleep wouldn’s 
come to him, he should have gone to sleep.” 

In the garden of a well-known Scotch ear! 
whose head-gardener was a methodical old fellow 
with an eye for effect, there were two eummer 
houses resembling each other in dimensions and 
situztion, In one of these the earl, during his 
walks, observed a youth looking out of the win- 
dow. On approaching the door his lordship found 
it locked, and also perceived his gardener’s son 
looking ont cf the window of the corresponding 
building, which was in ifke manner Iccked. 
“ Why are those lads shut up!” asked the ear), 
"My lord,” replied the gardener, "I cavght 
that rascnl—pointing to the stranger—‘ steal. 
ing the frais, an’ I put oor Jamsle io, please 
your lordship, for the eake o' symmetry.” 


Gsorcr Gonpon, an old man of miserly habite, 
wae dying. A neighbour who was on friendly 
terme with the old man’s relatives agreed to call 
on the minister, and beg him to try and indace 
the old fellow to makea will, The minister con- 
sented, and at length persuaded the miser tc 
allow a lawyer to be sent for. By the time be 
arrived the old man was rapidly slnking; but the 
will was emartly drawn up, and daly awalted his 
signature, He was propped up in bed, and 
mannged to write "George Gor——”; then he 
fell back exhausted, An eager relative who stood 
by seized the pen and stnck it in the dying man’s 
hand, “*D,’ Geordie,'d!’” he urged, refer- 
ring to the next letter of the signature, The old 
man glared up wrathfally. “Dee!” he snapped. 
** I'll deo when I'm ready, ye avaricious wretch |” 

PENNYROYAL 


OWLES'28"PILL 


QUICEL.Y CORRECT ALL MRREGULANITICS, REMOVE ALL 
OBSTRUCTIONS, and relieve the distressing symptoms 0 
prevalent with the sex, Boxes,1/14 & 2/9 (contains threo 
times the quantity), of all Chemists. Sentanywhere 
on receipt of 15 or 54 stamps, by HD. T. TOWLE & Gc 
ufacturers, Dryden St., Nottingham. 4 
Reware of Imtiations. injurious and vorthicss 























HAVE YOU EVER TRIED 
KEATING’S LOZENGES 
FOR YOUR COUCH? 
DR. GABRIEL, M.D.,L.R.C.P.} 


writes from Routh Park, Cavdiff, Sept, 28t) 
“T have now prescribed them for the 
“ Jast 8 years in my hospitals and private 
“ practice, and find them of great benefit 
“TI certainly and most strongly 

“ recommend them.” 


Sold everywhere in Tins 1/1} cach. 
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SOCIETY. 


IXTENSIVE alterations are to be carried ont ab 
the Neue Palais during the winter. Prince and 
Piiucess Frederick Charles of Hesse and their 
children and Prince and Princess Adolphus 
of Schanmburg-Lippe will occupy the palace of 
the Empresas Frederick ou the Unter den Linden 
during the Court season, which continues from 
New Year's Day until the second week In 
February. 


Parnce Oscar or Germany Is in bis twelfth 
yoar, and fs already in two regiments, and wears 
on state occasions the ribbon of the Order of the 
Black Eagle over his little uniforms. Prince 
August William is in his thirteenth year, and is 
in the same regimente and has the same orders 
as hfs brother, Prince Joachim. The Crown 
Peincs of Germany Is in hile eighteenth year, 
Hts grandfather, Frederick the Third, was twenty- 
seven when he married the Crown Prlucese of 
Great Britain and Ireland. It fs now the fashion 
to make very early alllances for the heirs of 
Royal houses. The Crown Prince's wife may be 
chosen for him within the next few years. 


Tae Empress of Germany fs a woman of great 
cistm of manner and tach, She has changed Io 
appearance eloce her last visit to London over 
eight years ago, Her Majesty's hair bas silvered 
extraordinarily for & woman of her age, and she 
{fs thinner, The Empress is a handsome woman, 
of very Imposing presence, and fice carriage. 
She is also a past-mistress in the art of dress. 
The Qaeen has always warmly admired her 
imperial granddaughter-fo-law, whose qualities 
as wife and mother are such as to command our 
cwn beloved Sovereign's respect, The Empress 
exerts a great Influence with the Emperor, and 
uses [t freely in many good causes. Her Majesty 
identifies herself closely with the Eaperor’s 
chief {ntereate. 


Tax Peince and Princess of Wales wili make 
Sandrirgham thelr headquarters until the end 
of January, and three large shooting parties are 
to be entertained at the Halil during the winter, 
besides a number of Saturday-till-Monday guests, 
{ncluding Minsters, and ex Ministere, Ambaesa- 
dors and Foreign Ministers, and ecclesiastical, 
military and naval notables, The Royal guests 
at Sandringham will fnclude the Dake and 
Duchess of Counaught and Princess Margaret, 
Peince and Princess Christian, and Princess 
Victorls, Pcincess Louise, the Dake of Cambridge, 
and Count Albert Mensdor ff. 


Her Masesty has fieally decided to spend 
about alx weeks duriog the spring at Bor- 
dighera, where a considerable part of the 
Hoécel Augst hae been tekenfor Her Mejesty 
for the months of Mirch and April by M. 
Dosse, the director of the Royal journeys on 
the Continent, who has visited every place on 
the I[tallan Riviera betwean Ventimigifa and 
Spezzia in asarch of a sultable residence for 
the (jaeen, Bordighera has been selected by 
the advice of the Empress Frederick, who spent 
three months there during the early part of the 
gear, and Princess Beatrice was delighted wlth 
the place when she went over there In the 
epring from Cimlez to viclt her afster. The 
een will travel direct from Cherbourg or 
Ualals, passing round Paris by the Circular 
Railway, and preceeding through the Mont 
Oéals tanvel to Tarin and Ganoa, and the2c; to 
her destination. Bordighera is o very pretty 
little town, with one of the best climates on this 
coast, and the country all round fs very bean- 
tital, there beiog many lovely drives both along 
ths coast and to the Nervie and other valleys, 
Tae roads are not yet {nfested by ths antomobiles 
which Curing the last year have rendered the 

‘reoch Riviera quite davgerous for carriage 
trafi:, Tae Queen will be able to lead a guister 
and more restful life at Bordfghera than was 
possible at Cimlez, where last year Her Majesty 
was considerably fatigued by the dally reception 
and eatertalament of the numerous Imperial 
snd Royal personages who'were then stayfng on 
the Riviera, 
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STATISTICS. 


oe 


Anovr 1,500,000 persoms are employed fn the 
coal-mines of the world, 

Eieven cubic feet of water, when frozen, 
make twelve cable feet of ica, 

Tus coast-line of Aleska is more than 3.000 
milea longer than that of all the rest of the 
Calted States, 

Amone every 1,000 bachelors there are 338 
erlminals; among married men the ratlo ts 
only i8 per 1.009. 

THE time required for a journey round the 
earth by a man walking day and night with- 
out resting, would be 428 days; an express 
train, 40 days; sound, at a medium tempera- 
ture, 325 houre; a cannon-ball, 21) hours; 
light, a ifttle over one-tenth of a second: and 
electricity passing over a copper wise a@ littie 
under one-tenth of a second, 





GEMS. 


Men are mace more unhappy by the Ills 
they fear than by those they suffer. 

THovGH we travel the world over to find 
the beautiful, we must carry It with us or we 
fiad {t not. 

Men imegine that they communicate their 
virtue or vics only by overt actions, and do 
not see that virtue or vico emits a breath 
every moment, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Pesca Sweet Proxte —Three pints of eugar 
to one quart of vinegar. Let boll and add a few 
aticks of clanamon, about six or eight cloves, and 
two or three little pieces of mace. When it 
bolls add peaches, and when clear put in jars, 
cover with syrup, and seal, Before taking off 
the fire, add a pinch of salt anda piach of red 
pepper. 

Avstaian Poppinc.—Ingredients : One pound 
flour, pinch salt, one large teaspoonfa!l baking 
powder, a quarter-pound finely-chopped suet, 
one tablespoonful eugar, one breakfast cup 
milk, and one breakfast cup treacle. Mix the 
dry ingredients together, then warm the milk, 
stir it foto the treacle, and add {5 to the pudding, 
Mix well, and boil {p a well-buttered basin for 
three hours. 

Savoury Fish Pis.—Ingredients : Two pounds 
filleted fish, half-pint breadcrumbs; seasoned 
with parsley ; two egg:, half-cup milk, pepper 
and salt, Cat the fish Into rather small pleces, 
sprinkle well with the seasoning, roll up, and 
arrange In a’buttered ple-dish, medium #!ze; cover 
the top with remainder of seasoning, and lay on 
some smal! pieces of butter, over which pour two 
well-beaten eggs mixed with half-cup milk, and 
bake {n moderate oven for forty miautes. 

Sarme-anD-Eac Sanpwicues,—Ingredlents : 
Two hard-boiled egg’, one ounce shrimp-psste, 
one and a half ounces fresh butter, pepper, two 
tableepconfuls cream, some thin slices brown- 
bread. The eggs might be hard-bolled before- 
band, Then take out the yolks, rub them and 
the shrimp-paste and the butter, which muat 
firat be slightly warmed, through a fioe wire or 
hair sleve. Season carefully, remembering not 
to make It too peppery. Pat the cream into a 
little basin and whisk till stiff, then add {t gradu- 
ally to the yolks, &:, Next cut the thin slices 
of brown-bread, or these might also have been 
prepared by the maid beforehand and re 
covered ap In a serviette, Spread a layer of the 
mixture on one slice, cover with another. Now 
apread on thats layer of the mixture again, and 
press on gently one more alice of bread. Then 
eut Into finger-shaped pieces, and servé piled up 
on 8 pretty lace-paper, 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


THE proportion of female to male teachors {, 
lucreasing In England, 

WaHistTiine fs regarded as a violation of the 
Divine law by Icelanders. : 

Tax goldfish is a great coward, and a tloy Ash 
with the courage to attack it can frighten { 
almost to death. 

Tue shovel-fish fs so called because ib uses its 
nose to turn over the mud at the bottom of the 
sea {In queat of the worms and small shellfish op 
which it feeds, 

PiscaToriaL authorities say that, were It not 
for the natural enemies of fish, the codfish would 
fill all the available space in the seas, rivers, and 
oceans, 

Tas burning of the bride's playthings is part 
of the wedding-seremony {n Japan, The bride 
Ughts a torch, which ehe hands to the bride. 
groom, who, with it, lights a fire in which the 
toys are destroyed, 

Sripens are a serious plague fo Japan, They 
spin their webs on the telegraph-wires, and are 
so numerous as to canee a serious lose of {nsula. 
tion, Sweeping the wires does little good, as the 
epiders begtn al! over agelo, 

THE bee cf Mexico does not *' improve each 
shinfog bour.” As there Is very little cold 
weather there, no necessity existe for laylog in 
winter stores of honey, and the bee is, therefore, 
as lazy as a cockroach, 
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THE COMMERCIAL POSSIBILITIES OF 
CANADA, 


BY HARRY FURNISS, 


Tx the Christmas nambsr of the Windsor 
Magazine Mr. Harry Farniss writes at some 
lergth on the subject of our Canadian Empire. 
With regard to the commercial poasibllitles of 
the country he eays :—‘' Tae maritime provinces 
of Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, and Prince 
Edward's Island are rich in fertile soii, wlth 
large areas of valuable timber. They have great 
depoeits of-coal, fron, and other minerals; mil- 
Hons of tons of granite, marble, and cholce 
building stone can be quarried from their bill: ; 
the waters which wash thelr shores teem with 
every variety of marketable fish. Quebec and 
Oatario have yst vaster forests of hard and soft 
woods, In their temperste climate all kinds of 
fruite, graine, and vegetables are grown in great 
quantities ; they are rich [on valasble minerals, 
and thousande of streams furuish abundant 
motive power for manafacturing industries. Fre- 
mantle West fs the prafris province of Manitoba, 
with its Mlimitablé expanse of rich soils, which 
sre ylelding each year many millions of bushels 
of wheat, oats, barley, and other grains, In the 
newer territories between Manitoba and British 
Columbia there are millions and more millions of 
acres of the finest wheat-growing laud fn the 
world, where the quality known to American 
and English millers as ‘‘ Manftoba No, 1 hard,” 
which is superior to the wheat of all other 
countries for bread-making purposer, can be 
grown In unlimited quantities, In these regions, 
too, are fine grazing lands, where great berda of 
cattle can be raleed and fattened at: little ex 
pense. BAltish Colambla has most of the re- 
sources of the other provinces, and some pecullariy 
her own, Her coal mines farnish the only hig)- 
grade coal found on the Pacific coast, Her river 
sands yleld rich retarns of gold, and fn the 
newly developed Kootensy district, {un the 
southern part of the province, some of the 
richest gold and sliver deposits ever worked in 
America have been discovered, Gigantic pines, 
firs, and other trees cover the greater part of the 
province, and furnish an inexhaustible supply of 
lumber for export. ‘The salmon fisheries sre & 
never-falling source of profit, in which large 
numbers of men are employed, This Is bul 4 
mere hint at the !mmense resources, or, in other 
words, opportunities for the production of wealth 


of the Domlaton of Canada,” 
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The 


PILLS | 






Complaints : , fections 
ot the- NO HOUSEHOLD SHOULD BE WITHOUT THEM. jot 
IVER They are Invaluable to Females of All Ages. ae 
id and 
ai Manufactured only at 78, NEW OXFORD ST. (late 533, OXFORD ST.), LONDON; Sold by all Chemists, CHEST. 


| 
‘ 


TAY 5 ©" 60 YEARS Pcc-erinent 7 
OINTMENT 4 


| 
we | RECOMMENDED BY ALL GOOD NURSES. |“ 
| 


a 











Promotes Appetite. 
CURES DYSPEPSIA, HYSTERIA, NERVOUS COMPLAINTS. 
SHILLING BOTTLES. i 


A SPOTLESS 


PEPPER'S TONG SULPHOLK 


A BEAUTIFUL COMPLEXION. 


SHILLING 
BOTTLES. 


SKIN. 





ROTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS, 


A. L.--The capital of the Transvaal is Pretoria. 

8. H.—Try your local Charity Organisation Society. 

G. V.—The children of first cousins may legally 
marry. 

R. P.—General Colley fell at Majaba on February 
270, 1881; ~~ 

Cart.—Mafeking is, we believe, pronounced as 
Mafey king, 


Anxiovs.—Get a deed of mutual separation drawn up 
by a solicitor. 


F, § —Ié is usnal for the bride’s pa-ents cr guardians | 


to order apd'pay for the wedalng carriage. 


Mixa.—Rubbing a cut lemon on a beefateak befure | 


cooking will make it eat beautifully tender. 
Grrtiz,—When 


are reversed, 
Pattin.—Have a 
flames that arise, : 
<. K.—The landiord fs not called upon to state any 


reason for giving you notice to quit. If he gtvos you | 


proper | notice you must accept it. 


Iupsousioug.—-Girls ehould attire themselves acoord- 
ing to theic cirenmstauces, and should, above all things, 
—_—e extremes of fashion, as wejl as all eccentricities 
of atyle, 


Vera.-You can make no advances towards your 
fatore hushand’s family until they bave called. It 
—, place to.do so first, as they are the older 

ente, 


Lavrs.—Rabbing with a sponge dipped in naphtha is 
the best way to clean them, bat pio teh naphtha 


is highly inflammable, so de not use it anywhere near 
a fire or ight, 


Workrep.—-A rgom may be quickly freed from the 


swell of tobacco-smoke by placing in it a pall of water | 


pmo handful of hay, which will absorb all the 
odour of the tobacco, 


tals R.—It is forty years since the first British Vulun- | 


le ae ; iorm—and at oe — it was 
realit; or even vates those 
vided their own pag and Hm ey 
TROUELED,—Where there is no malformation of the 
organs of articulation, stammering may be remedied by 
reading aloud with the teeth closed. This should be 
practised fur two hours a day for three or four months, 


Fronni®.—To clean cut-glass, firat scrub we)l with | 


yrarm water and soap. in clear water, and then 
rush well into every crevice a paste made of whiting 


a water. Let dry, brush off, and polish with a soft 


eaten = Tt is usual fora bride to make out a Met of 

she wants, and give it to her mother or sister, in 

case they are asked what she would lke, and also to 

quartic ene one friends who pax bor the same 
> . 

have some duplicates, sa htt ated — ee 


packing skirts fold them rigtt side | 
out. They are thus less likely to crease than when ibey 


good clear fire by the time you wish | 
to broil, and throw on a handful of ealt to deadem the | 


| Tom. —The name‘ Khaki” given to the oolour (and | 


| sometimes to the material) of the active service unitorm 
| 16, we believe, of Indian origin, the word s'gnifying 
| “earth.* ‘The colour ts of a dull browh earthy colour, | 


and was chosen as least distinguishable at 2 distance | 


| from the colour of the earth. 


Ioronart.—Intaglio meaus anything engraved; a | 


| 8 with a bead or an foscription cn% or 
lowed out, so that an impression taken from it would 
present the appearance of a bas-relief, I: ia the reverse 
ofacameo. It le pronounced in-tel-you ; the aceent on 
| the second syllable, 
THE HAPPY CHRISTMAS TIME. 


Tue music of the church bell brings 
Rewembrance of the Christ child's birth. 
** Peace and good will to all,” it rivgs, 
*' And gifts of holiness and mirth, 
Ba biest the thought of His sweet birth! 


{ 
| 
| 
I think of all the souls asloep 
| B neath the shining of the stars, 
| 
Of how His love pure light unbare, 
A glory eweeter than the stars ! 


Men wake, and every howe {s blest; 
The children laugh their gifts to see - 
Glad charity is well confessed, 
Its fruit adorns the Christmas troe— 
' A most entrancing sight to sce 


When will such love forever bide 
And daily duty know ite bliss { 

Ab ! here as seed the roses hide— 
That summer yot in bloom shal! kiss, 
A token truc of heavenly bliss! 


The church be!!s ring in cadence clear, 
A messes ge to the world so wide, 

* Kuow, souls of men, love's time ts here, 
When ye in peace and jy abide, 
Then happy ts the world so wide ” 


God “bless all souls this hallowed morn, 
And children sweet with Obristly grace ; 

May love and peace be tu ua born, 

| And smile as kinduese in our face ; 

So may we show the Obristmas grace, 


| Constant Reaper awp Farmyp.--What a pity you | 
| Were go ill-advised as to tamper with your hair, which 
| you admit was criginally of a pretty brown shade! 
| The best thing todo now would be to get a bottie of 
| Condy’s Fluid, and apply {t, carefully adhering to the 

instru given with the bottle Spread an old 

handkerchicf over your pillow at nights to prevent the 
| fluid staining. 


| . Pewstors.—A man who has no good object in life 1s 
not likely to make a very desirable husband. Your | 
father’s decision should prove what stuff he is made of ; | 
it his love of ease and idiences is greater than hie love 

| for you, then he is tots iy unworthy to be your husband. 
We do not copelder your father’s conditions in the least 

| unreasonable, and if the young man really cares for you 
he will accept ther gladly, we feel sure. 


| plan to have a dictionary at 


Ani as the hours to morning creep, | wine, which lay on fcr some hours til) q 


“A, P.=B'ack felt bats that have become jimp and 
shabby may be freshened by sponging with ammouie 
and water. Then wring a clean cloth out of cold water, 
lay St over the hat, and fron with a moderately hot fron 
till the cloth ts dry, belng careful to keep it as nearly 
the r'ché shapsas possible. Pull the cloth off as soon 
as you have finisbed. This raises the nap again, and 
the hat will look almost like new. Black strawa can be 
painted over with a weak solution of gum-water and 
black ink mixed in equal quantitios. 


B — Good conversationaliets are comparatively 


L. 
| few. Some of the best writers have been very poor 
| talkers 


By reading, however, one may acquire a 
famillarity with current events and opinions, and need 
not sppear at a lees for ideas nor appear fgnorant. 
Next to being a good talker is to be an attentive iistener, 


| and the lattr is often more appreciated than the 


former. As to your megs of words, !t ia a goo® 

and, so that in reading 
and writing, when you are in doutt as to the meanirg 
or epeliing of a word, you can refer to {t. 


Ivony,--If the ivory is real, Ib may be cleaned first 
with spirits of wine rubbed in withs ptece of flanne) 
and then make up a paste of whiting aad eplrite of 

d te dry. This 
eventually 






may be repeated several times and wi 


| reatore the colour, but it {aa difficult matter, because 


you must on no account allow any of the whiting to go 
down the eides, or you will be doing great tnjury to the 
instrument, ifihey are made of imitation tvory you 


| cannot restore the colour without removing the surface 


which should be done by an expert provided with 
with suitable impiementes. 


0. D —Put afew drops of glycerine (abont siz) Into 
half ateacupfai of cold water; take a muslin rag and 
wiing tightly out of this water; then rub lightly over 
the collar or shirt front; apply a good hot polishing 
fron and finteh ; turpentine may be waed in the same 
way, afew drops added to the damping water instead 
of the glyceriue ; another way, also 4 very good one, is 
to rub Sucuipes (which has been tightly rquetzcd ont 
of cold water) over a piece of pure white soap, and 
apply it Nghtly to the article to be glazed ; if the article 
is polished om a hard board a higher polish muy be 


; obtained, 





Tax Lonpow Reaper can be sant to any part of the 
world, post-free Three-halfpence Weekly ; or Quarterly, 
One Shilling and Bightpence. The yearly subscription 
for the Monthly Part, including Christmas Part, is 
Right Shillings and Bightpence, post-fres. 


Artz Back Nomerns, Pants and Votcomzs are fp 








| print, and may be had of any Booksellers. 


NOTICE.—Part 462 Is Now Ready, price Sixpence, 
post free, Eightpence. Aleo Vol LEXi!., bound in 


| cloth, 4s. 6d, 


Tau INDEX vo Vor. LXXII. is now Beady)} Price 
One Penny, post-free, Three-halfpence. , 


Aut Lerrens To 58 ADDRESeED TO THB Epitos 
or Tux Lowpox Reaper, 20, Oatherine Street, Strand 
W.o. 
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J. N. MASTERS (Ltd.) FOR ARTISTIC JEWELLERY. 
20 PER CENT. BELOW LONDON PRICES. 








BRILLIANT BROOCH. | 


9/. 





No. 607.—_SPARKLING BRILLIANTS. 9-Carat Gold .. 
Set in Silver o be o- =O- | 15-Carat Geld * 
Set in Gold wos ses oth . - | Silver ws us 


A PRESENT WHICH WILL LAST FOR YEARS. 





Ho. 633.—-VERY NEAT CURB BRACELET. 
| Rolled Gold wil! wear ten years er a toGold. Price only 10/6. 





| No, 609.—STAR and CRESCENT BROOCH, 
Rich, Sparkling Brilliants, 





at oe Seria Sliver ks el 
5 A, ae a eek a 








MASTERS’ NAME BROOCHES, 


SILVER, Various designs, all GOLD, 
Ball-Marked, very pretty, Hall-Marked, 
2/= ANY NAME, 20/- 
































A ey GIFT FOR 


EVERY CUSTOMER. 








Dt uring December 1899 and January 1900, J. N. MASTERS (Lad. )GIVE ACASH DISCOUNT OF 2/-IN THE £. This amount may be deducted when ord ering. 


J. N. MASTERS (LTD), ART JEWELLERS (STARBS4E°), RYE, SUSSEX. 











ALL WHO DESIRE 


TO HAVE 




















VATLAS” LOCK STITCH 













NMlachina Works by Hand 
i. SOFT VELVETY SKIN ee eae ng 4 
way CAN IT Is send Machine on receipt of 6/< 
’ | UNEQUALLED P.O. for one month's trial. 
Cr deal OBTAIN IT Balance can be paid Si< MONTHLY, 
big o. fi ak bia Sto 
ie BY USING THE 00., 
Je) a) AND seer Please quote ths Paper) 
aig s pit . EMOLLIENT. sal cee cer 
beprennye ENTANGLE OF REA 
“ : ROUGHNESS, Are aftective and roca 
s. 
CHAPS, 12 Curlers in Box, Free 
IRRITATION, Eto. eltetinaen atte 
SOLE MAKERS— Bottles 6d. & 1s. R. HOVENDEN & SONS. 
M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham. Borners St. W and 














CHLORODYNE 





ORIGINAL AND 


COUGHS, COLDS, 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. 


D#. 3 J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE is a liquid medicine 
ich asst PAIN OF EVERY KIND, affords « calm, refreshing sleep, 
WITHOUT HEADAG OHE, and invigorates the nervous system | when exhausted. 


R. J. COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE.—Vice-Chanoellor Sir 
W. agg bg stated publicly in Court that Dr. J. COLLIS BROWNE was 
undoubted] VENTOR of CHLORODYNE, that the whole story of the 
Fa ey ml was deliberately untrue, and he regretted to say it been 

a Ta July 18th, 1864 


BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE is the TRUE 
NEURALGIA, 








London: Published by the Proprietor at 26, C 








GOUT, OANCER, TOOTHACHE, 





in aMieehAt |S 
An's 


COLLIS BROW NE’S 


THE GREAT SPECIFIO 
DIARRHEA, ‘DYSENTERY, CHOLERA. 
Coal, BOARD OF a rg London, REPORT that it ACTS a 
OHARM, one dose generally sutfficien’ 
Dr. GIBBON, Army Modical Staff, Calout Calcutta, states :—“‘rwo poses COMPLETELY 
CURED ME OF DIARRBGA." 


D® 3. oe lcm BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE rapidly cute short 


FI{PILEPSY, ae COLIC, 
ALPITATION, HYSTERIA. 


,—The IMMENSE SALE of 
ee CAUTION, 0 enone. be 
careful to observe DE MARK. 7of all Chemew. 1/14, & &/6, Sole 
Mamnnfacturer—J. T. DAVENPORT, 88, Great 0 0. 


, and Printed by Wooprau. & Kixvzr, Long — W.c. 
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PF. & SON, | 


Sole Inventors and Makers of the World-Renowned 


{AURAL INSTRUMENTS. 


| bs Wire Wiietines Medals. 


ep aarses meneehatees - oa o=8 it} 











TO BE HAD ONLY AT THE if 


= PARADISE FOR THE DEAF, 
= ~~ 108 & 108a, Strand, London, | 


sons ar ar 42 PRHSTON STREET, BRIGHTON. 





Bottles 
Sold 


The Cure-‘for Skin Diseases, Eruptions, 

Blotches, Eezema, Acne, Disfigure- 
merits. Makes the Skin Clear, Smooth ’ 
{ 


nor 4 were Grate Polish. 


QUININE AND IRON 


as: retee == TONG! No Hard Work. 
é pia Cures rseoaml, 
eria, Nervous Complaints, &o, 
ae . \ 




































4 FRY'S 
\cocoa Z 








PRY?S cnccrssca COCO 


275 Gold Medals and Diplomas. 
NN.B.—Asx speciqlly fon “FRY’S PURE CONCENTRATED.” 
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NOVELETTES. 


Tus RevorMation or Max VaUGHAN 
Jack Amnerst, Brro- 
Tur Barrier Removed 


Tux Govsunor’s Davcarer 


SERIAL STORIES. 
Youne awp So Farm . 
Cure Court... . 273, 297, 321, 345 


Att AmMone THE HEATHER ... 


. 277 301, 325, 349 | 
|. HovusgHoLtp TrReasuRES 


_ 281, 304, 328 352 | 


SHORT STORY’? 


Tag Doctor's Faminy 


et 


VARIETIES. 


| Portry 
| Facrtra 


| Soorrry 


STaTistics 


Gems ... 


| MISCELLANEOUS 


Notio#s TO CORRESPONDENTS 








SIXPENCE. 


LONDON: 
PUBLISHED AT THE OFFICE, 26, CATHERINE 


AND sb ALL BOOKSELLERS, 
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a, Brot pave Brn on | |WHELPTON'S 


Lorvon Reaver, gL RS ae ti ! als 1900 
} AN OPTICAL ILLUSION! 
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¢3No.5,..Pure Golden 
. {Imperial | 
No. 6 | Hair Grower 


Harmless, Perfect, . 
Permanent & Odourless, ' 


A Medical Certificate 
with each bottle. 


; 2 SEE ME TAKE A 
26, 36, 5/- & 106 (PRIVATELY PACKED). 


Ce + 











Quickly correct all) | hacig 
irregularities, remove] | s 
all obstructions, andj | 


relieve the distressing Keep your eye on the pill, dra w the picture gently towards you in a line with you 
symptoms 80 preva- face until the pill disappears in the monk's mouth. 
Doses Ia 14d. 2.20 94. (thol | ‘HE BEST FAMILY MEDICINE. 
latter contains three times | THE BEST LIVER PILL. 

“pil SPE Sestisiywiers cu recipe off | 2 BEST CURE FOR INDIGESTION. 
15or 34stamps by &.T. TowLs BEST PREVENTIVE OF SEA SICKNESS, 


A & Co., Manufacturers, Dry- 
FEM LES ee Stree et, Nottingham. 


¥ Beware of Imitations injurious & worthless! 7id., 1/14, and 2/9, of all Chemists. 











| Free by Post in the United Kingdom for &, 14, or 33 Stamps, 
FOR VACANT POSITIONS on this ‘COVER G. WHELPTON & SON, 
Apply— 3, CRANE COURT, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.c, 
ADVERTISEMENT MANAGER, } oof. 
26, Catherine Street, Strand, London. W.C. 

















Monkey Brand 


MAKES TIN LIKE SILVER. 
COPPER LIKE GOLD. 
WINDOWS LIKE CRYSTAL. 
BRASSWARE LIKE MIRRORS. 
CROCKERY LIKE MARBLE. 
PAINT LIKE NEW. 


THE WORLD’S MOST RAPID CLEANSER 
** Mr. Kinet Ultimatum is an AND POLISHER. 


Unpolished Document." WILL DO A DAY'S WORK IN AN HOUR. 


Vide Daily Press. 


Won’t Wash Clothes. 


LEVER ‘BROTHERS LIMITED, PORT SUNLIGHT, CHESHIRE. 





